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CHAPTER I 


PROFESSOR ARONNAX IS INVITED 
TO JOIN A MONSTER-HUNT 

In the year 1867 I had been on an expedition to collect 
plants and animals in the bad lands of Nebraska in North 
America. I was a professor in the Paris Museum of Natural 
History. While I was in New York, on my way home to 
France, a mysterious accident happened to the Gunard 
liner Scotia. She was steaming along peacefully in mid- 
Atlantic, when she was suddenly struck by something 
sharp, and the stokers rushed up on deck shouting that 
the ship was sinking. A hole about two yards wide was 
found in her side, and as it was impossible to stop such a 
large leak, she had to limp home to Liverpool with her 
paddles half under water. They got her into dry dock, and 
the engineers could hardly believe their eyes when they 
found a triangular hole in the armour-plating, so neat 
’that it might have been bored by machinery. 

All New York was buzzing with the story, which was 
indeed only the latest of a great number of strange hap¬ 
penings which had tffeen going on at sea for near^ a year. 
Ships had told of meeting “an enormojjs thing” in the 
sea, a long, cigar-shaped object, shining in the dark, very 
much larger and faster than a whale. Some of*the crews 
were certainly going too far when they said it was a mile 
wide and three miles long, yet it was clear that the styange 
being was very much larger than any kind of whale 
known to man. One captain thought he had cqpie across 
an unknown reef off the coast of Australia, and just as he 
was getting ready to mark its position on his chart, he 
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saw two spouts of water skooting up a hundred and fifty 
^et into'the air. This n^ade him think that it was a huge 
whale, spouting through its blowholes. Other ships saw 
the same sort of thing, and the strangest part of it all was 
that the monster was sighted at widely distant parts of 
the^oceaii with only a few days’ lime between, which 
meant that it must be able to move with terrific speed. 

Newspapers all over the world started printing stories 
abouV the monster, and talked of sea serpents and other 
strange beasts. And it was not only the newspapermen 
who were excited, but the professors and men of science. 
They agreed in the end that the thing could not be a 
floating reef or island, since it moved so quickly, but 
could only be either an enormous whale, or else a very 
powerful submarine. This last idea was most disturbing, 
because only the government of a country could possiblv 
be rich and powerful enough to build such a machine 
secretly. But enquiries were made in England, France, 
Russia, Prussia, Spain, Italy, America, and even in Tur¬ 
key, and all the governments said that they kqew nothing 
about such a vessel, so the idea of a submarine had to be 
given up.' 

When I arrived in New York, several people asked me 
what I thought about it all. I had written a book called 
The Mysf^nes of the Great Depths of the 'Sea, so they thought 
I ought to know something about the matter. In the end, 
I wrote a story for the New York Herald, saying that in my 
view, the monster must be an enormous narwhal, or sea- 
unicom, which is a creature of the whale family with a 
long ,^usk as hard as steel sticking out from its snqut. 
Although we have never heard of a narwhal longer than 
about sixty feet, and this one appeared to be about three 
^ hundred feet long, it might perhaps be a creature left 
-over from an early age of the world. We know that there 
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.MY MAN COtrNSEi; 

were once huge land animate,, very much larger thsm 
modem elephants, so why not algo sea-monstfirs? • 

My newspaper article was considered very good, but in 
the meantime people all over the world were becoming 
seriously frightened. All shipwrecks which had no known 
cause were put down to the work of the creature, and there 
was a general outcry to rid the seas of the terrible beast. 

The Americans wert^'the first in the field, and they de¬ 
cided to send out an expedition to hunt down the mdhster. 
A fast frigate of the American Navy, the Abraham Lincoln^ 
was put in commission, under the ordere of Commander 
Farragut, who hastened to fit her out with arms and 
ammunition. Then, when the ship was ready, they did 
not know where to send her, as nothing had been heard 
of the animal for two months. Suddenly there was a report 
that it had just been seen in the North Pacific, and the 
ship was ordered to sail within twenty-four hours. All was 
made ready, she was stocked with food and coal, and the 
crew were signed on. 

Three hours before she sailed, a page boy came to me 
in my hotel. 

“Professor Aronnax? Letter for you, sir.” 

I took the letter. It was from the Secretary of the United 
States Navy, and invited me to join the expedition. 


CHAPTER II 

MY MAN COUNSEL 

Before the letter came, I had no more idea of hundng the, 
monster than of flying to the moon, but as soon as 1 had 
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I 

r/sad it, that was the oi?iy thing in the world i wanted 
to do. I had been longmg to get back home, to see my 
country and my people again, to say nothing of my little 
flat in fhe Zoo and my beloved collections. But the letter 
put all that out of my head, and I accepted the invitation 
without another thought. 

“Anyway,” I said to myself, “perhaps we may be lucky 
enough to capture the animal in the European seas, and 
then I shall be able to take back at least half a yard of its 
ivory tusk for the Museum.” It would certainly be a long 
way round, to set out for France by way of the North 
Pacific. 

“Counsel!” I cried impatiently. 

Counsel was my servant, a brave Fleming and my de¬ 
voted friend. He followed me on all my journeys, a good, 
quiet, regular fellow who was never surprised at anything. 
He was very clever with his hands, and ready to turn them 
to anything, and, in spite of his name, never giving any 
counsel whatever. He knew a great deal about plants and 
animals from books, but very little from real life. He had 
been with^me for ten years, and would follow me to China 
or the Congo without turning a hair. He had only one 
fault, and that was that he was so extremely polite that it 
sometimes got on my nerves. He would never speak to me 
directly-c-for instance, he would qcver say, “Shall I come • 
with you?” but always, “Does the master wish me to come 
with him?,” 

“Counsel!” I shouted again, and started packing wildly. 

If it had been an ordinary journey, I should never have 

drcartied of asking him if he wanted to come with me, Jbut 

this was a desperate enterprise, in chase of a* monster 

which could upset a frigate as easily as a walnut shell, and 

I wanted to know what he thought about it. Counsel 

came in. 

• *_ 
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.MY MAN COUNSEL* 

“Did the master call?” , 

“Yes, my boy. Pack our things, we’re lea^ng in twb 
hours!” ■ 

“As the master pleases,” he replied calmly. , 

“Not a second to lose! Stuff everything into my trunk, 
all my travelling things, and as many coats, shirts and 
socks as you can get in, quick!” 

“And the master’s collections?” said Counsel. 

“We’ll see about them later.” * 

“What! All the master’s beautiful stuffed animals!” 

“We can leave them at the hotel.” 

“And the master’s opossum?’^ ' 

“They’ll feed it for us. Anyway, I shall get them to send 
all our animals home to France.” 

“Then we’re not going back to Paris?” asked Counsel. 

“Why, yes, of course . . .” I answered, “but we shall 
be making a sort of a loop.” 

“Whatever loop the master pleases.” 

“Oh, it won’t be much! Not quite straight home, that’s 
all. We’re sailing in the Abraham Lincoln” 

“As it suits the master.” 

iP 

“Well, you know what it is, Counsel, we’re going to 
chase the monster! A glorious adventure—dangerous too! 
These monsters, are rather tricky. But we’re going! We’ve 
*got a fine Captain!’^ • 

“I will do as the master does,” said Counsel. 

“Now, are you quite sure you want to come? We may 
never come back, you know.” 

“As the master pleases.” 

’The trunks were packed with lightning speed, I paid my 
bill, arraiiged for the collections to be sent to Paris and 
for the opossum to be looked after, then we jumped into 
a cab and were whirled through the streets of New York, 

to the docks. When we arrived, we could see two great 

• ^ * 
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cplumns of black smoke* c6ining from the funnels of the 
Abraham Lincoln, * 

We dashed on board. There I was introduced to Com¬ 
mander: Farragut, who shook hands and welcomed me. 

I had a comfortable cabin in the after part of the ship. 

“We shall be very snug here,” I sziid to Counsel. 

“As snug as a hermit-crab in a borrowed shell,” said he. 

I left him unpaclung our trunks* and went up on deck. 
I found the sailors just casting olf the last moorings, so 
that if we had arrived only ten minutes later I should 
have missed that extraordinary, strange and improbable 
adventure which many people will hardly believe, even 
when I tell the true story. 

The frigate moved down the river towards the sea, 
and the crowds on the banks gave us a fine send-off, 
cheering and waving their handkerchiefs. Then the ship 
passed between the forts, which fired a volley in salute 
from their biggest guns, and the Abraham Lincoln replied 
by hoisting the Stars and Stripes three times. At last the 
shores of America grew faint in the distance, and we were 
steaming at full speed through the dark waters of the 
Atlantic. 


CHAPTER III 

NED LAND THE HARPOONER 

« 

As soon as we were in the open sea, we began to keep a 
watch for* the monster, though we were not yet in the 
. Pacific. Commander Farragut offered a reward of two 

thousand dollars for the first man, cabin-boy, sailor or 

• *• • 
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NEJD LAND THE’HARPOONER 

^ f 

officer, who should catch sight ,of it. We all spent lor\g 
hours in the rigging, scanning tl;e sea. Only Ccfunsel r6- 
muned calm, and did not share in the general excitement. 

The ship was fitted with all possible tackle for catching 
whales, from the simple harpoon thrown han^ to tlie 
latest kind of harpoon-gun. But best of ail,,^he had in her 
crew Ned Land, th^ king of harpooncrs. 

Ned Land was a Canadian, a very cool and cunning 
whaler. He was over six feet tall, and powerfully bfiilt, a 
grave and reserved man, but he could be very violent 
when provoked. He was worth the rest of the crew put 
together, for the keenness of his eyes zyid the strength of 
his arms. He came from Quebec, which used to belong 
to France, and as I was a Frenchman he came to be fond 
of me, and forgetting his usual silence he would tell me 
tales of his adventures with whales in the polar seas. 

One fine evening, three weeks after the beginning of our 
voyage, I was sitting with Ned Land on the quarter-deck. 
We were drawing near to the Magellan Straits, and within 
a week we .would be in the Pacific. We were looking out 
over the sea, talking of one thing and another, and I 
wanted to know what he thought about the monster. It 
seemed that he did not believe in it at all. 

“Why ever not, Ned?” I asked him. “You’re a whaler, 
why don’t you belidve in this enormous whaleP’i 

“It’s just because I am a whaler. Professor Aronnax,” 
answered Ned. “It’s just because I do know something 
about whales that I can’t believe this story. I’ve hunted 
hundreds of whales, I’ve harpooned a good few, I’ve killed 
qujte a number, but I still can’t believe there ij such a 
thing as*a whale that could make a hole in an armour- 
plated ship.” • 

“But, Ned, I’ve heard of whales making holes right, 
through ships.” 
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, “Wooden ships, perh^p#, though I’ve never seen it. It 
dan’t be'a ivhale. Perhaps a giant squid?” 

“Not a squid, Ned. Their flesh isn’t hard enough.” ' 

I wept on for a long time, trying to make him admit that 
the creature must be a giant whale, but he stuck to his 
opinion that no whale of any kind could pierce an iron¬ 
clad ship, so in the end we left it at liiat. 


CHAPTER IV 

THE MONSTER AT LAST! 

One day we came up with some American whaleboats, 
near the Falkland Islands, but they had not seen our 
animal. The captain of one of these boats, knowing that 
Ned Land was on board, asked for his help in hunting a 
whale they had in sight. Commander Farragut, wishing 
to see Ned at work, willingly let him go, and he had the 
good fortune to strike two whales. After this, no-one had 
any doubts who would be the victor if the narwhal should 
come within range of Ned’s harpoon. 

The figgate had made great speed down the coast of 
South America, and at last we rounded Cape Horn. We 
were in the Pacific! 

“Keep your eyes skinned, boys!” shouted the men. 
Eyes were glued to telescopes, and took no rest. Perhaps 
they wegre rather dazzled by ,ihe hope of the two thous^^nd 
dollars reward. iDay and night the sailors scanned the sea. 
And I toos although the bait of the money did not tempt 
, me, spent nearly all my time on deck, caring for neither 
sun nor shower, taking only a few minutes off for my 
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meals, a few hours for sleep. •How many times were v^e 
wildly excited for a false alarm^ when som&ne caught 
si^t of the black back of a whale above the waves! The < 
whole crew swarmed up on deck, and I looked till,I could 
hardly see, while Counsel said to me calmly, 

“If the master did not strain his eyes with looking, he 
would see much better.” 

Ned Land still refused to believe in the creature, he did 
not even bother to look at the sea, except dbring his watch. 
The stubborn Canadian spent eight hours out of twelve 
reading or sleeping in his cabin. This annoyed me, be¬ 
cause he had such powerful sight that he could have been 
a great help. 

“Bah!” said he, “there’s nothing to see, Mr. Aronnax, 
or if there is some creature, what chance have we of ever 
sighting it? They say it’s been seen in the Pacific, but, from 
all accounts, this narwhal isn’t one to moulder for long in 
the same quarters. Here to-day, gone to-morrow, that’s 
our beast, if there is such a thing.” 

On July 57th, we crossed the Equator, and the frigate 
headed west, towards the China seas. This w^ the area 
where the creature had last been seen, and excitement on 
board rose to fever pitch. The crew neither ate nor slept, 
and twenty times a day our hopes were raised by the cry 
of the look-out in the crow’s nest who thought hoihad seen 
the beast. 

After all these false alarms the crew lost heart in the end. 
For three months they had watched the deserted seas, 
and had caught never a glimpse of anything out of the 
ordinary. They wanted to give up and go home. At last 
they put It to Commander Farragut, who agreed that if 
the monster had not been sighted within three days he 
would put the helm about and return to America. 

Two days passed, and everything possible was done to 
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ajttract the creature, if ijt Should happen to be in those 
\^aters. Sfu^e sides of ba^on were trailed after the ship, to 
the great delight of Ae sharks. Night was falling, next day 
the Coijnmander would keep his promise and return. I was 
leaning over the side, with Counsel beside me, and the 
men were still watching the water through the growing 
darkness. For the first time, I thoughf, Counsel seemed to 
be sharing in the general excitement. 

“Well, Courilsel,” I said, “here’s your last chance of 
pocketing two thousand dollars.” 

“I hope the master realises,” said he, “that I have never 
set my heart on any reward, and that the United States 
Government would never be the poorer for me.” 

“You’re quite right. Counsel. What a stupid affair, 
after all, so much excitement for nothing. We might have 
been back in France, six months ago . . .” 

“In the master’s little flat in the museum,” he answered; 
“and the collections would be arranged, and the master’s 
opossum would be in his cage in the Zoo, drawing great 
crowds!” 

“As you say. Counsel, and of course I suppose every¬ 
one will laugh at us!” 

“Certainly,” he went on calmly, “I think they will 
laugh at the master. And . . . should I go on?” 

“Go on, Counsel.” 

“Well, the master will only get what he deserves!” 

“Really!” 

“When a gentleman has the honour to be a professor 
like the master, he should not do things that will make 
people , . .” 

Counsel had no time to finish. ,A voice rang but of the 
silence. It was Ned Land. 

“Ah0y there!” he cried, “the Thing! On our weather 
beaml’1 
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THE CHASE 

At this cry, the whole ship’s company rushed towards 
Ned Land—the Commander, officjers, petty officers, 
sailors, cabin-boys—evtn the engineers left their er^gines 
and the stokers their fires. The engines were stopped, and 
the ship drifted. By then the darkness was complete, and I 
wondered how the Canadian could have seen anything, 
however good his eyes were. My heart was beating wildly. 

But Ned had made no mistake, and \ve could all see 
the thing he was pointing at. Two cables from the Abraham 
Lincoln, on her starboard beam, the sea seemed to be lit 
up from below. The monster was lying several fathoms 
under the surface of the water, and threw out an intense 
and brilliant light. This was in the shape of an enormously 
long and very narrow oval, much brighter in the middle 
and getting-fainter towards the ends. 

“It’s nothing but a luminous stretch of the sea,” said 
one of the officers. 

“No, sir,” I exclaimed, “it’s far too bright for that, it’s 
some sort of electrip light. And look! it’s moving! it’s 
coming towards us!” There was a general cry. • 

^^‘Quiet there!” said Commander Faitagut. “Up with 
the helm! Engines hard astern!” A man rushed to the 
wheel, the engineers to the engines. The ship moved 
astern in a half circle. 

“Starboard the helm! Full speed ahead!” cried the 
Commander. The frigate moved quickly from the light— 
that is, she tried to move away, but the strange animal 
came on with a speed double that of the ship. 

We were breathless. Astonishment rather than fear 
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kept us still and silent. Thc*animal was playing with us, it 
circled round the frigate and wrapped her in a luminous 
mist. Then it made off for two or three miles, leaving a 
trail off light like torrents of steam from an express train. 
Suddenly the creature shot tow^ards the ship with terrify¬ 
ing speed, stopped dead twenty feet from us, and went 
out. The brightness suddenly stopped as if turned off. 
Thei^ it appeared again on the other side of the ship, and 
we did not know if it had circled round her or slid under 
the keel. At any minute there might have been a collision 
which would have been the end of us. 

I was astonished when I saw that the frigate was 
running away from the creature and not trying to attack, 
and I spoke to the Commander about it. 

“Mr. Aronnax,” he answered, “I don’t want to risk 
my ship in the darkness against an unknown enemy. Wait 
till daylight, then I shall attack.” 

“You think you know now, sir, what sort of creature 
it is?” 

“Yes, it’s certainly a gigantic narwhal, and an electric 
one, too.”, 

* 

“In that case,” I said, “we can’t get near it, any more 
than a torpedo-fish or an electric eel.” 

“It may easily be able to give an electric shock like a 
flash of “lightning, so you can see we must keep good 
watch.” ‘ 

No-one thought of sleep that night. The ship was no 
match for the narwhal in speed, and she was kept moving 
slowly. The animal stayed nearby, rocking in the waves. 
However, about midnight it disappeared, or rather it went 
out like a great glowworm. We did not know whether it 
had fled dr not. Then suddenly a loud whistling sound was 
• heard like water forced out violentiy. At that time I was 
onjihe quarter-deck with the Commander and Ned Land. 
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“Ned,” said the CommarftiQr, “you’ve often hearji 
whales bellowing?” , • * . 

‘‘‘Often, sir, but never such a whale as has just earned 
me two thousand dollars.” 

“You’ve a right to your reward. But tell me, wasn’t 
that noise like a whale spouting through its blowholes?” 

“Just the same, ‘sir, only this one was enormously 
louder. I’m sure now, "though, it must be a whale down 
there in the water. If you’ll allow me, sir, i’ll have a*little 
talk with it to-morrow morning.” 

“If it’s in the mood to listen to you, Master Land,” I said. 

“Just let me get within four harpoons’ length of it,” 
said Ned, “and we’ll see if it’ll listen to me!” 

“But to get near to it,” said the Commander, “must I 
lend you a whale-boat?” 

“Of course, sir.” 

“And risk the lives of my men?” 

“And mine,” said the harpooner simply. 

About two o’clock in the morning the light shone out 
again, as brightly as before, about five miles from the 
ship. In spite of the distance, and the noise of the wind 
and the sea, we could hear quite clearly the strong beat¬ 
ing of the animal’s tail, and even its panting breath. 

“Hum!” I thougfit, “a whale with the strength of a 
cavalry regiment would be a very fine whale!” 

When the day began to break we prepared for battle. 
The harpoon-guns were got ready, and Ned Land sharp¬ 
ened his hand-weapon. The electric light from the narwhal 
weijt out with the dawn, and by seven o’clock it wja* day¬ 
light, thdhgh there was a very thick morning mist. At 
eight o’clock, the fog began to lift, and suddenly, as on 
the night before, we heard Ned’s voice: 

“There it is! To port, astern!” 
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^ There, a mile and a h^ilfifrom the ship, a long dark body 
tose ab6ut a yard aboye the waves. Its tail was beating 
violently and a great white wake marked its course, ^e 
frigate drew nearer to the whale. I had a good look at the 
animal, and it seemed to me that it was not quite as long 
as had been reported—not more than about two hundred 
and fifty feet. While I was watching, two jets of steam and 
water shot out from its blowholes to a height of about 
forty feet. 

The crew were eagerly waiting for the orders of the 
chief. Commander Farragut, after looking at the animal 
carefully, called for the chief engineer. 

“Have you plenty of steam?” he asked. 

“Yes, sir,” said the engineer. 

“Good. Stoke up, then, and put her full ahead!” 

Three cheers greeted this order. It was the hour of 
batde. The ship’s two funnels shot out torrents of black 
smoke, and the deck trembled with the thrust of the 
pistons. The powerful screw drove the ship forward to¬ 
wards the monster, who allowed us to come vvithin half a 
cable, then started moving away, keeping the same dis¬ 
tance. The chase went on for about three-quarters of an 
hour, but the frigate got no neareri to the whale. We 
would never catch it up at that rate. J 

Comijiandcr Farragut twisted his lihaggy beard in rage. 

“Ned Land I”,he cried. “Do you advise me to lower the 
whale-boats?” 

“No, sir,” said Ned, “that beast won’t let itself be 
caught unless it chooses.” 

“Then what?” 

s «. 

“Force steam if you can, sir, and if you’ll allow me. I’ll 
post myself on the bowsprit. Then, if we get within a har¬ 
poon’s length. I’ll throw.” 

“Go ahead, then. Engineer, more steam!” 
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Ned went to his post.|^he fites were stoked still highei^ 
the frigate steamed ahead at fifteen knots. She kept up 
the* pace for over an hour, without gaining on the whale, f 
The crew were growing angry, and started swearing at the 
monster, who took no notice at all. Commander Farragut 
was biting his beard now, he called the engineer again, 
and called, “Engineer, screw down the safety valves!” 

“Counsel,” I said, “I suppose you Icnow we shall prob¬ 
ably blow up?” 

“As the master pleases!” said Counsel. But I must 
admit that I was rather thrilled by the risk. 

^e put on still more speed, till we were making over 
sixteen knots, but the whale kept its distance without 
turning a hair. What a chase! We were all keyed up with 
the excitement. Ned Land kept at his post, harpoon in 
hand. Several times, the animal allowed us to draw nearer. 

“We’re winning! we’re winning!” cried the Canadian. 
But just as he made ready to throw the harpoon, the 
whale made off at about twenty-five knots. A cry of fury 
rose from the whole crew. 

Commander Farragut decided to take more direct 
action, and ordered the fo’c’slCLgun to be loaded and 
aimed. The shell passed a few feet over the whale, which 
was about half a mile away.] 

“Let a better man fry!” cried the Commander, ‘tend five 
hundred dollars to the man who hits thoiinfernal brute!” 
^ An old grey-bearded gunner, calm and cool, went up 
to the gun, levelled it and took steady aim. The shell hit 
the animal but slid off the smooth skin and buried itself 
far •qway” in the sea.X 

The old gunner was furious. “That’s an armour-plated 
beast,” he cried. 

“Devil take it!” cried the Commander, “but I’ll go 
on with the hunt till the ship blows up!” 
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A, The chase went on hout: after hour till the sun went 
down, and' darkness covered the sea. I thought we had 
lost the strange animal, and would never see it again. But 
I was wrong. About eleven o’clock, the electric light shone 
out again three miles to windward, as brilliant as on the 
night before. 'I'he narwhal seemed to be quiet, perhaps 
asleep in the waves, tired out by the day’s chase. Ned 
Land, who had often harpooned ^leeping whales, took up 
5 his post again on the'^Bowsprit. ^he frigate came up 
quietly, the engines were stopped two cables from the 
animal, and the ship drifted. The decks were silent, we 
hardly breathed. We were a hundred feet from the mon¬ 
ster, the light dazzled our eyes. At that moment, leaning 
on the'fo’c’sle rail, I saw Ned Land below me, clinging 
on with one hand, with the other brandishing his terrible 
harpoon. He was scarcely twenty feet from the quiet 
animal. Suddenly his arm shot out violently, then I heard 
a djjJl clang from the harpoon as it struck. 

/Xht electric light went out at once, and two gre^t 
water-spouts thundered on to the deck, rushing in a tor¬ 
rent from stem to stem, knocking down men, tearing the 
lashings apart. There was a terrible shock, and I was 
thrown over the rail into the sea. 


CHAPTER VI 

A WHALE OF UNKNOWN KIND 

When Iiwas first shot into the sea, I sank for about 
twenty feet. But I am a good swimmer, and did not lose 
my head, and two hard kicks brought me up to the sur- 

* s. • 
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face again. I looked for the slUp—had anyone seen me 
vanish? Would they put out a boat to save me?*Tfie dark¬ 
ness was deep, but I could make out the vague shape of 
the ship disappearing towards the east, its signal lights 
fading in the distance. I felt I was lost. 

“Help! Help!” I cried, swimming desperately towards 
the Abraham Lincoln. My clothes clung to my body, 
strangling my movements. 1 was sinking, I could not 
breathe. 

“Help!” It was my last ciy’^, my mouth filled with water, 
I struggled, dragged down into the depth. 

Suddenly my clothes were seized by a strong hand, I 
was pulled violently back to the surface, and I heard these 
words in my ear, 

“If the master would have the great kindness to lean 
on my shoulder, the master would swim much more 
easily!” 

I caught my faithful Counsel by the arm. “You!” I 
said. “You!” 

“Myself”’-said Counsel, “at the master’s service.” 

“You were washed overboard too?” 

“Not at all, sir, but since I am at the master's service, 
I followed.” He thought that quite natural. 

“And the ship?” I asked. 

“The ship!” said Counsel, turning on his back. •! think 
the master would do well to forget about^the ship!” 

“What do you mean?” 

“Only that, as I jumped into the sea, I heard the helms- 
■ man crying that the screw and the rudder were smashed!” 

“i^asiied?” • 

“Yes, b^ the monster’s teeth. I think that was the only 
damage to the ship, but unfortunately for us, ^e can’t 
steer.” 

“Then we’re lost!” 
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, “Perhaps,” said Counsel calmly. “However, we still 
liave several hours before us, and many things can hap¬ 
pen in several hours.” 

My servant’s unruffled calm gave me courage, and I 
struck out boldly. But I was weighed down by my clothes 
which felt like a cloak of lead. Counsel noticed this. 

“If the master will allow me to ihake a cut?” he said. 
He slid a knife under my clothes and slit them quickly 
froiA top to toe. Then he slipped them off me, while I 
swam for the two of us. I did the same for him, and we 
went on swimming. We decided that our only hope would 
be if the ship had sent out a boat to pick us up, and 
Counsel worked out a plan for us to keep afloat as long 
as possible. We took it in turns to lie flat on the water, 
while the other swam and pushed his companion along. 
In this way we saved our strength as far as we could, and 
hoped we should be able to keep afloat till daylight. 

So we went on, but at last I wtis seized by violent 
cramp. Counsel had to hold me up, and I could hear him 
panting. 

“Leave me!” I told him. 

“Leave the master?” he cried. “Never! I shall drown 
before him!” 

At that moment the moon appeared from behind a 
great cloud, and the sea shone. I could see the ship, five 
miles away, but not a sign of a boat. I tried to cry out, 
though the ship was too far to hear us, but I could not 
utter a sound through my swollen lips. Counsel could still 
speak, and cried “Help! Help!” 

We listened, and it seemed to me that there was a, faint 
reply. 

“Did «you hear?” I whispered. 

“Yes! Yes!” And he cried out again, desperately. 

This time, there was no mistake. A human voice 
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answered us. Was it another vfctfm of the collisiqn, or a 
voi(;e from a boat hailing us in the darkness? 

Counsel managed to hoist himself up a little in the 
water, leaning on my shoulder, then sank back exhausted. 

“What did you see?” 

“I saw . . he gasped, “I saw . . . but we won’t 
speak . . . keep our strength!” 

What could he have seen? I don’t know why, buj for 
the first time I thought of the monster. But the human 
voice? There are no Jonahs in our time. Wc went on, 
Counsel still towing me. Sometimes he cried out, and the 
answering voice sounded nearer. I could hardly hear. I 
was at the last gasp, my fingers could not k<*ep their hold 
any longer, my mouth was filled with salt water, the cold 
numbed my body. 

Suddenly I was struck by something hard, and I clung 
to it. I was pulled out of the water, then I fainted. Lcame 
back to my senses with the feeling that someone was 
rubbing me vigorously. 

“Counsel,’^ I murmured. 

“Did the master ring?” said he. At that moment, by 
the last light of the setting moon, I saw another figure. 

“Ned!” I cried. 

“Myself, sir,” he ,said, “and still in chase of my 
reward!” 

“You too were thrown into the sea by the collision?” 

“Yes, Professor, but I had better luck than you. I 
managed to land almost at once on a floating island.” 

“An island?” 

“Or, if you like, on your gigantic narwhal.” 

“Explain, Ned.” 

“Well, I found out soon enough why my liarpoon 
wouldn’t stick.” 

“Why, Ned?” 
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Foi; the simple reasoif, dear Professor, that the beast 
is made of armour plate.” 

I was startled by these words, and began to have a 
closer, look at our island. I felt the surface, and found it 
much harder than any whale. Perhaps it could be some 
beast with hard scales like a tortoise? But no, the shining^ 
polished surface clanged when it was struck. The sea 
moij;ster which had been puzzling scientists and sailors all 
over the world turned out to be something even more 
wonderful than anyone had believed possible. It was 
man-made, a gigantic submarine, like a steel nsh. 

“Then,” I said, “it must have some sort of mechanical 
power, and a crew to manage it?” 

“Certainly it must,” said the harpooncr, “but during 
the three hours Tve been here it hasn’t moved. It’s just 
been rocking in the waves.” 

“Well anyway,” I went on, “there must be someone 
on board, so we’re saved!” 

“Hum!” said Ned in a doubtful tone. 

Just then there was a bubbling noise at the stem of the 
strange craft, and it started to move forward. We clung 
on to the top, which was about a yard above the water, 
and luckily the speed was not very great. 

“As long as she keeps on the level,” murmured Ned, 
I’ve no complaints. But if she takes it into her head to 
dive, I wouldn’t give two bucks for my skin!” 

Ned was right. I searched all over the surface for some 
kind of manhole, but there was no sign of anything of the 
sort. We could do nothing. We were maldi^^^afds the 


west, and I reckon our speed was about fen knots* 
moon had set and it was quite dark, except whenf, phos¬ 
phorescent water shot up from' the propeller. About four" 
o’clock in the morning, the speed increased, the waves 
whipped us, and we had great difficulty in holding on. 
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Luckily Ned found a wide anchor-ring fixed to the 
" armour-piating, and we managed to cling to that. 

It was a long night, but at last the day dawned. When 
the njorning mist cleared, I started to inspect the hull 
carefully, especially a sort of level deck on top. Suddenly 
I felt it slowly sinking. 

“A thousand devils!” cried Ned Land, kicking the 
metal, “open up there, confound you!” But his voice was 
lost in the beating of the screw. 

Suddenly there was a clanging noise from inside the 
boat, and a hatch was lifted. A man appeared, and dis¬ 
appeared at once with a strange cry. A few seconds later, 
eight strong men with masked faces appeared silently, 
and drew us down into their amazing machine. 


CHAPTER VII 

ON BOARD THE SUBMARINE 

We were carried off like lightning. I don’t know what the 
others thought when we were forced into this floating 
prisonr but the blood froze in my veins. Who were our 
captors? Certainly a new kind of pirate. 

As soon as the hatch was shut, it was completely dark. 
I felt the treads of an iron ladder under my bare feet. 
Ned and Counsel followed, held in an iron grasp. At the 
foot of the ladder, a door opened and closed at once.upon 
us with a metallic sound. We were alone. Where? I had 
no idea^ it was completely black. 

Ned Land was furious. “A thousand devils!” he cried, 
“these people are savages! They’re probably cannibals. 
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But I’ll certainly kick up a r<Jw. if they want to eat 
me!” ' * 

“iCeep calm, Ned,” said Counsel. “Don’t get excited. 
We’re not in the baking-tin yet!” 

“No, but we’re certainly in the oven, it’s as black as 
pitch! Luckily I still have my knife, and I don’t need 
much light to use that. The first of these bandits who lays 
hand on me ...” ^ 

“Don’t shout so, Ned,” I told him. “Maybe they can 
hear us. Let’s see if we can find out where we are.” 

I started to feel round our prison. After a few steps I 
came up against an iron wall, then I bumped into a 
wooden table and several stools. There was thick matting 
on the floor, but I could find no openings. After about 
half an hour, our prison was suddenly lit up brilliantly. 
I blinked, then saw that the light came from an electric 
globe above our heads. 

“Light at last!” cried Ned, waving his knife. 

1 took a good look round the cabin. There was nothing 
in it but the table and five stools, the door was invisible 
in the iron plated walls. Not a sound could be heard, we 
had no idea whether we were on the surface of the ocean, 
or deep underneath it. But surely the light meant that 
someone was coming to see us? 

Suddenly there was the noise of bolts being shot* back, 
the door opened, and two men came in. The first was a 
little man, very strong, with broad shoulders, black shaggy 
hair, a thick moustache, and bright, sparkling eyes. He 
looked like a Southerner, from one of the Latin countries. 

The second, however, was clearly the leader. I recog¬ 
nised him af once as a man of very strong character, calm, 
■active, and brave. He held himself proudly, his black 
eyes looked at us with cold confidence, his face was pale, 
and there was a look of nobility about him. He was tall, 
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with a broad forehead, fine features, and long, sensitive 
hands, si»ch as go wifh a passionate nature. I was sure 
that he was the finest man I had ever seen. One particular 
thing I noticed about him was that his eyes, set rather far 
apart, could see almost a quarter of the horizon at once. 
I found out later that his power of sight was even greater 
than Ned Land’s. When he looked dt anything he frowned 
and his look was* like a burning-glass. How he looked! 
Distant things grew nearer, as if his eyes were telescopes, 
and when he looked at you he saw into your very soul. 
His eyes saw through the water, so thick and muddy to 
us, and he read the secrets of the deepest seas. 

The two strangers were wearing caps made of sea-otter 
fur, sealskin boots, and clothes of some strange stuff I did 
not recognise. 

The captain looked at us without a word. Then he 
turned to his companion and spoke with him in a language 
I did not recognise. The other shook his head, and turned 
to me as if questioning me. 

I replied (in French) that I did not understand, then 
Counsel suggested that I should tell them our whole story. 
So I told them everything that had happened, speaking 
very clearly, and not forgetting anything. I gave them our 
names and explained who we were. 

The man with the calm and gentle eyes listened to me 
quietly, politely even, and with great attention, but he 
made no sign that he understood. When I had finished he 
said not a word, so I asked Ned to try English. 

Ned’s story was the same as mine, except that he got 
very excited and complained of our treatment, a^dding 
that we were dying of hunger. But our visitors "didn’t seem 
to understand English either; when he had finished they 
didn’t bat an eyelid. Then Counsel told the whole story 
again in German, but with no better success. 
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After that, I racked my braiils for my schoolboy Latin, 
and managed to stumble through,the whole thing again.* 
It was no good. The strangers exchanged several words 
in theif" incomprehensible tongue, and went away, with¬ 
out making any sign to us. The door closed behind 
them. 

“This is the end!'* cried. Ned in fury. “These people 
don’t know any civilised lingol” 

“Don’t get worked up, Ned,” I replied. ‘‘‘Getting angry 
won’t help us at all.” 

“But, Professor,” he went on, “we shall die of hunger in 
this iron cage! And even if they don’t follow our words, 
we explained perfectly well that we wanted food. In any 
country in the world, if you open your mouth and make 
signs of munching, even a fool can tell you’re dying of 
hunger.” 

As he spoke, the door opened. A steward came in, carry¬ 
ing sea-coats and trousers, made of some strange material. 
While we were putting them on, the man was laying the 
table. 

“That looks more like it,” said Counsel. 

“Bah!” said the bad-tempered harpooner, “what the 
devil do you think they’ll give us for breakfast? Turtle’s 
liver, fillet of shark, dogfish steak!” 

“We shall sec!” said Counsel. The dishes, undfr silver 
dish-covers, were placed neatly on the cloth, and we sat 
down. Certainly, these people were civilised, and, except 
for the electric light, I might have thought myself in one 
of the best hotels in Paris. There was neither bread nor 
wing. The water was fresh and clear, but it was .only 
water, which did not please Ned at all. Among the dishes 
I recognised several kinds of fish, delicately prepared, but 
I had no idea what some of the food was, whether animal 
or vegetable, though it was all delicious. The table silver 
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and china were^vety ejegantj and eveiy piece bore the 
following device:' ‘ . 


MOBILIS 

N 

IN MOBILI 

« 

“Moving in the moving water!” These words suited 
the Submarino vpy well, and the letter N must be the 
initial of the mysterious captain. 

After we had eaten heartily, Ned and Counsel lay 
down on the matting, and were soon fast asleep. I was 
troubled for a time by thoughts of the strange things that 
were happening to us, and violent nightmares tormented 
me. Then at last I too fell asleep. 


CHAPTER VIII 

THE ANGER OF NED LAND 

I don’t know how long I slept, but when I woke at last, 
my corppanions were still sleeping.'The table had been 
cleared, but .no|Jiing else had changed in our prison. I 
noticed only that it had become very stuffy, and I found 
some difficulty in breathing. I began to wonder what the 
submarine did to renew her supply of oxygen, when sud¬ 
denly I was refreshed by a draught of good sweet fresh 
air, smelling of the sea. 1 soon found that the air was 
coming from a ventilator above the door. 

The fresh draught woke Ned and Counsel, who sat up, 
rubbing their eyes. 
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“The master has slept well?”, said Counsel, with his 
usual politeness. , # * • 

‘'Very well, my boy,” I replied. “And you, Ned?” 

“Like a top. But I believe I can smell a sea breeze?” 

I explained what had happened while they were asleep. 

“Then that’s the answer to the roaring we heard, when 
we thought this shipVas a narwhal,” said the harpooner. 

“Yes, of course, it was the breathing of the beast!” 

“Anyway, Professor,” said Ned, “I have no idea of the 
time, but I’m sure it must be dinner-time!” 

“Rather breakfast-time,” I answered, “for I think we 
must have slept for twenty-four hours!” 

“I don’t care what meal it is,” said Ned, “as long as 
it’s food!” 

Then Ned started working himself up again into a 
terrible rage, while Counsel and I tried to calm him. 

“How long do you think these pirates are going to keep 
us in this iron box?” said Ned. 

“I’ve no more idea than you. But it seems likely that 
our happening on the secret of the submarine may be 
dangerous for us, very dangerous, perhaps.” 

“Unless the captain makes us serve in his crew,” said 
Counsel, “until . . .” 

“Until such time as another ship, faster or more cunning 
than the Abraham Cincoln^ captures this nest of^ pirates, 
and sends us along with the crew to swing at the end of 
her yard-arm!!’ < ( , > > , 

“Well, Ned,” I said, “that may be, but in the mean¬ 
time, we can do nothing, so it’s useless to argue about it.” 

‘•‘J don’t agree. Professor,” Ned answered, “I think we 
ought to do something about it.” 

“Whatever can we do, Ned?” 

“Escape.” 

“How on earth!” 
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“Easy,” said he. “I suppose there aren’t more than 
about twcF.ty men in the crew. All we have to do is to 
wait our chance and overpower them. I suppose two 
Frenchmen and a Canadian will be more than a match for 
them!” 

I knew it was useless trying to argue with the stubborn 
harpooner, so I answered, “Well, Ned, we must wait our 
chance. Only do try to keep quiet, or you’ll give the 
whole show away.” 

“I promise you. I’ll be patient,” said he, but he didn’t 
sound very patient. 

After that, we fell silent. I myself thought that the 
crew must be very much larger than Ned imagined, and 
it seemed to me quite impossible that we could make our¬ 
selves masters of the ship. Ned started pacing the room 
like a wild beast, knocking on the walls and kicking them. 
Our hunger grew, there was no sign of the steward, and 
Ned’s fury became wilder. He cried out, but there was no 
sound in the ship. Everything seemed dead. The silence 
was terrifying. 

At last there was a noise outside. The door opened and 
the steward appeared. Before I could stop him, Ned leapt 
at the wretched man, knocked him down, and had him 
by the throat. Counsel was trying to loosen Ned’s hands 
from his^ half-suffocated victim, and ‘I was helping, when 
suddenly I was struck still by these words, spoken in 
French: 

“Calm yourself, Mr. Land, and you. Professor, please 
listen to me.” 
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It was the captain. At these words, Ned Land got up at 
once. The steward, half strangled, st,aggered out of the 
room at a sign from his master. The captain was leaning 
against the table, his arms crossed, looking at us. There 
was a silence which none of us dared to break. Then the 
stranger spoke. 

“Gentlemen,” he said, in a calm and steady voice, “I 
can speak French, English, German, and Latin. I could 
therefore have answered you before, but I wanted to know 
you first. Your four stories agreed in the main, so I know 
what men you are, your names and business.” 

He spoke French with no accent, but I did not feel him 
to be a countryman of mine. He went on, “You must 
think that I have been a long time in coming to see you 
again. That was because I did not know what to do with 
you. It is very annoying to me that you have come to me, 
a man who has cut himself off from the world. You have 
come to trouble my life . . .” 

“Against our will,’,’ I said. 

“Against your will?” said the stranger, in a louder voice. 
“Was it against your will that you sailed in the Abraham 
Lincoln, a ship w'hich has been hunting me throughout 
the seven seas? Was it against your will that your shells 
struck my ship? Was it against his will that Land struck 
her with his harpoon?” 

He sounded angry, but I answered, “Sir, I don’t sup¬ 
pose you jue aware of the arguments that have been going 
on about you through all America and Europe. There < 
have been many accidents to ships, and the Abraham^ 
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Lincoln was only trying t6 rid the seas of a powerful 
monster.” “ 

The captain smiled. “Mr. Aronnax,” he said, “dare 
you tell me that your frigate would not have hunted and 
shelled a submarine as well as a sea-monster?” 

I didn’t know what to say. “You must see then, sir,” he 
went on, “that I have the right to treat you as enemies. 
I hesitated for a long time. I was not obliged to take 
you on board. I could easily have put you back on deck, 
dived, and forgotten your existence. Was not that my 
right?” 

“Perhaps the right of a savage,” I said, “not that of a 
civilised man.” 

“Professor,” he said sharply, “I am not what you call 
a civilised man. I have broken with the whole world of 
men for reasons of my own. I do not obey the laws of 
society, and I forbid you ever to speak to me of them.” 

A flash of anger and scorn lit up the stranger’s eyes as 
he spoke, and I knew that some terrible thing had hap¬ 
pened in this man’s past. He had cut himself off from 
human laws, he was free, no ship could hunt him in the 
depths of the sea. Only God, and his conscience, if he had 
one, were his judges. 

“I was uncertain,” he went on,^ “but in the end I 
thought* that you could do me no harm if I had pity on 
you. You. may stay on board, and you will have your 
freedom in the ship, on one condition. You have only to 
give me your word that you will keep to this condition.” 

“Speak, sir,” I answered. “I suppose it is a condition 
that an honest man can accept.” 

“Certainly. It’s this. It may be that certain things will 
happen which will oblige me to shut you up for some 
hours or even days. As I don’t wish to use violence, I ask 
you to obey me without question. Things may happen 
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which are not for your eyes, anfl I want to make it impos¬ 
sible for you to see them. Do you«accept this ctoniition?”’ 

f wondered what such things could be, which only out¬ 
laws might see. ^ 

“We accept,” I replied. “But I should like to ask you 
one question.” 

“Speak,” he said. * 

“You have said that we shall be free on board?” 

“Completely free.” • 

“What do you mean by this freedom?” 

“Freedom to come and go, to see everything that goes 
on—except on certain rare occasions—^in short, the same 
liberty as we have ourselves.” 

“You mean, then,” I said, “the liberty every prisoner 
has, of walking round his prison! I’m afraid that is not 
enough for us.” 

“It will have to be enough for you.” 

“What, are we never to see our homes and our people 
again?” 

“No, sir, never. But since to live among men is slavery, 
you will have far more freedom with us.” 

“What’s all this!” cried Ned. “I shall never give my 
word not to try to escape!” 

“I don’t ask {oryour word, Mr. Land,” said the captain 
coldly. • 

“Sir,” I exclaimed, “you’re going too far! This is 
cruelty!” 

“No, it’s mercy. You are my prisoners of war. I’m 
keeping you, when I could have you thrown back into 
thef^ea at a word. You have attacked me, you have sur¬ 
prised a secret which no man in the world should have 
known, the secret of my whole life. And you ^nk I’m 
going to send you back into the world! Never. I must 
keep you, for my own safety.” 
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I could see that argument would be useless. 

' “So,’^’ I<said, “the choice is quite simply between life 
and death?” 

“Simply that.” 

“My friends,” I said, “there’s no answer to that. But 
we have no duty to the captain of this ship.” 

“None, sir,” answered the stranger. Then he went on, 
in a gfentler voice, “Now, let me finish what I have to say. 
Mr. Aronnax,*! have often read your book on the great 
depths of the sea. You have done as much as you could 
from dry land. But you don’t know everything. You won’t 
be sorry you have come with me, when I show you the 
wonderland of the seas. I intend to go round the world 
again, under the sea—perhaps my last voyage. You will 
see what no man has ever set eyes on before—for I and 
my friends do not count.” . 4 , 

His words excited me, in spite of myself. 

“Captain,” I answered, “we shan’t forget that we are 
shipwrecked men and you have taken us on board. As 
for me. I’ll try to forget my loss of liberty in seeing the 
new wonders of the ocean.” I thought he was going to 
take my hand, but he did not. 

“One more question,” I said. “What name may we 
call you by?” 

“For^you, sir,” he answered, “I* am Captain Nemo. 
For me, you are,the passengers of the Nautilus” 

He called, and a steward came. He gave him his orders 
in their language, then he spoke to Ned and Counsel. 

“There is a meal for you in your cabin,” he said. 
^‘Please follow this man. And now, Mr. Aronnax,,our 
lunch is ready.” I followed Captain Nemo along a lighted 
passage-way, till we came to a second door, which led 
into the dining saloon. At each end of the room were high 
oak dressers, and on the shelves were costly porcelain and 
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glass. China plates shone under ^ lighted ceiling, decor¬ 
ated with fine paintings. In the ctyitre of the rpoifi was a* 
table laid with a splendid service. The captain showed me 
my place. 

“Sit down,” he said, “and eat like a man who niust be 
starving.” ^ 

The lunch consisted of sea food of all kinds, and certain 
delicacies which I didn’t recognise. It was very good, 
though with a peculiar taste which I, soon got used to. 
Captain Nemo looked at me, I asked no quesdons, but 
he read my thoughts. 

“Most of this food is unknown to you,” he said, “but you 
can eat without fear. For a long time I have done without 
supplies from the land, but I am none the worse for it. 
My crew are strong and fit, and we all eat the same food.” 

“These things come entirely from the sea, then?” 

“Certainly, the sea supplies all my needs. Sometimes I 
fish with trawls, sometimes I hunt game in the submarine 
forests.” 

I looked sit him with surprise. “Fish from the sea I 
understand,” I said, “but surely this is meat?” I pointed 
to some fillets on one of the dishes. 

“Those are turtle steaks,” he said, “and here are some 
dolphin’s livers which you would take for pork. I have a 
very clever cook who* makes wonderful preserves jvith all 
sorts of produce from the sea. Here is crpam made from 
whale’s milk, sweetened with sugar from the great wrack 
of the North Sea, and do taste this jam of sea-anemones 
■ which is just as good as any made from the most luscious 
fruit,” I "tasted, more from curiosity than from appetite, 
while I listened to the captain’s strange tales. 

“The sea feeds me, Mr. Aronnax,” he went pn, “and 
clothes me too. The stuff you are wearing is woven from 
byssus, which as you know is the filament which binds 
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certain shells to the rocluf> and it’s dyed with purple from 
■ Medit^rr^ean shell-fi^Ji. Your bed is made of the softest 
seaweed of the ocean, your pen will be of whalebone, your 
ink from the cuttle-fish. Everything comes to me from the 
sea as'one day it will all return!” 

“You love the sea. Captain.” 

“Yes, I love the sea. It is everything. It covers seven- 
tenths of the globe", it is a vast desert where man is never 
alone, since it teems with living things. The sea doesn’t 
belong to tyrants, they can still fight on the surface, but 
thirty feet below, their power ceases. Ah, only in the sea 
can I be a free man!” 'The captain grew silent suddenly, 
feeling that he had spoken too much. For a few moments 
he paced the room in great excitement. Then he grew 
calm again, and turned to me. 

“Now, Professor,” he said, “if you wish to see over the 
Ncaitilus, I’m at your service.”*' 


CHAPTER X 

I 

THE NAUTILUS 

Captaj^ Nemo rose, and I follo'wed him through a 
double door info another large room. It was a library. 
The walls were lined with high bookshelves of black ebony, 
inlaid with copper, filled with books all bound alike. 
Under the shelves were comfortable divans covered with 
brown leather, and in the middle of the room was a Jiuge 
table strewn with magazines and a few old newspapers. 

“Wha^t a wonderful library, Captain!” I said. “How 
amazing that it can go with you into the deepest seas! You 
must have at least six or seven thousand volumes ...” 
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“Twelve thousand, Mr. Ai«>iviax. On the day the 
Nautilus made her first voyage, I,bought my^as^ books* 
and* newspapers, and since that time the world has ceeised 
to think and write for me. Please make yourself at home 
here, and read what books you like.” 

I thanked him, and started to look at the books. They 
were written in all languages, and were of many kinds 
—history, poetry, novels, and science, but chiefly science. 

“This room is not only a library,” said the captain, 
“it’s also a smoking-room.” 

“What! Do you smoke on board?” 

“Certainly. Try this cigar, I think you’ll like it.” 

I took the cigar, which looked as if it were made of gold 
leaf, and lit it. 

“It’s excellent,” I said, “but it’s not tobacco.” 

“No,” he answered, “it comes from a sort of seaweed, 
rich in nicotine. Do you regret your Havanas now?” 

“No, indeed.” 

Then Captain Nemo opened another door, and we went 
into an immense, brilliantly lit galleiy. It was a museum, 
filled with all sorts of beautiful things. About thirty pic¬ 
tures, by the greatest masters of the world, hung round the 
walls, and there were fine statues on pedestals in the 
corners of the room. An organ stood in an alcove, with 
volumes of music by *the great composers lying op top. 

In the middle of the gallery was a floodlit fountain, 
falling into a basin formed of a single vast shell, about 
six yards in circumference. All round the fountain there 
were glass cases in which were shown the rarest treasures 
of tfle sea, shells and plants of every kind, from every part 
of the wofld. In special cases there were necklaces of the 
most beautiful pearls, pink, green, blue, yellow, and black. 
Some of these were larger than a pigeon’s egg, and of 
enormous value. 
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“You’re a naturalist. Professor, these things interest 
•you,” iai{^ the captaii). “For me, they have a further 
charm, since I picked them up with my own hands.”' 

“Captain,” I cried, “this is a wonderful collection, 
better 'than you can find in any museum in Europe. But, 
to tell you the truth, I am most interested in the ship her¬ 
self, in the motive power, and hoW it all works. These 
instruments on the'wall—will you explain them to me?” 

“I* shall be only too pleased, Mr. Aronnax. But first, 
let me show you your cabin.” 

I followed him into the passage-way and we went 
for’ard. There I found, not a cabin, but a fine bedroom, 
very well furnished. I turned to thank my host. 

“Your room is next to mine,” said he, opening a door, 
“and mine opens on to the gallery we have just left.” I fol¬ 
lowed him into his cabin. It was a bare room, almost like 
a monk’s cell. There was an iron bed, a work-table, a wash- 
stand, nothing comfortable, only the bare necessities. 

Captain Nemo asked me to take a seat, and began to 
explain how his submarine worked. He had all the usual 
mariner’s instruments, and some additional gear. There 
was a depth-gauge, and thermometers to measure the 
temperature of the different layers of water. But the power 
which drove the ship was electricity. This was very excit¬ 
ing to me, as at that time the use *of this power in the 
world was only just beginning to be discovered. Captain 
Nemo made his electricity very cleverly by extracting 
sodium from sea-water, and he used coal mined under the 
sea to make the sodium piles. Electricity gave the Nautilus 
her heat, light, and movement, and also by mean^ of 
powerful pumps the captain could store enough ait^to 
enable him to remain under water for a long time. There 
was also an electric clock, and a log which worked -by elec¬ 
tricity, for gauging the speed of the ship. 



THE NAUTILUS • 

“Look,” said the captain, shovfing me the log,,“we’re 
making fourteen knots at present.’* * 

“It’s marvellous,” I said, “and I can see that this new 
power will take the place of wind, water and steam.” 

“Wc haven’t finished yet, Mr. Aronnax,” said the cap¬ 
tain, getting up, “and if you’ll follow me, we’ll visit the 
after part of the Nautilus.^' 

Indeed, I had already seen all the fore part of the ship, 
which was composed of the rooms I have described, as well 
as an air tank. The doors in the bulkheads closed her¬ 
metically, so that they could be sealed if there should be 
a leak anywhere. 

I followed the captain to the centre of the ship. There 
we found ourselves in a sort of well, with an iron ladder 
going up. 

“This ladder leads to the boat,” he said. 

“What! You have a boat?” 

“Certainly, it’s light and unsinkable, and is useful for 
fishing and pleasure.” 

“When you want to use it, I suppose you have to 
surface?” 

“Not at all. The boat is fixed by bolts into a well in 
the hull, and the ladder leads to a hatch in the submarine 
which is opposite a Ijatch in the boat. When I’m in the 
boat, I shut both hatches and undo the bolts, and the boat 
shoots up to the surface like a cork. Then I open the hatch 
in the deck, fix the mast, hoist the sail, or take my oars, 
and off I go.” 

“But how do you get back?” 

“i don’t get back, the Nautilus comes to me. I have an 
electric ca\jle from the boat to the submarine, and I just 
send a telegram.” 

“What could be simpler?” said I, almost out of my 
mind with all these marvels. 
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Whqti we had passed'tKe ladder which led to the deck, 
I saw a cabin where Counsel and Ned Land were ea|;ing 
a fine meal with much gusto. Then we went into the 
galleywhere the cooking was all electric. There also, 
sea-water was distilled to make fresh drinking-water. Next 
there was a washroom with hot and cold water. After that 

f 

came the crew’s quarters, but the door was closed, so that 
I could get no idea of the number of men on board. 

The motor-i'oom was aft. It was long, and divided into 
two parts, the first contained the electric piles, and the 
second, the motors which drove the screw. At her greatest 
speed, the ship could make forty-five knots. 

“Captain Nemo,” I said, “I am absolutely astonished 
at the speed of your ship, which I saw when I was in the 
Abraham Lincoln. But you have many other secrets—that 
of diving and surfacing, of seeing your way, of steering in 
all directions. Is it too much to ask you to explain all this 
to me?” 

“Not at all,” said the captain, after a slight pause, 
“since you are never to leave this submarine. Come into 
the gallery. That is my work-room, and there I will ex¬ 
plain to you the operation of the Nautilus.'' 


CHAPTER XI 

CAPTAIN NEMO EXPLAINS 
HIS SUBMARINE 

When we were comfortably seated on a sofa in the gal¬ 
lery, smoking cigars, the captain showed me the plans of 
the submarine. 
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“You see, Mr. Aronnax, she seventy-five yarcjs long, 
and her beam is eight and a half yards. She hsB two steel ‘ 
hulls, one inside the other, which give her great strength 
and resistance to shock. , 

“Inside the ship are large water-tanks. They are filled 
with water for diving, and pumped dry again for sur¬ 
facing. There are extremely powerful electric pumps which 
can overcome the external water-pressure. By filling the 
tanks, I can dive to about a thousand fathonft, but if I want 
to visit the lowest depths of the ocean, I have yet another 
means. There are hydroplanes on either beam which can 
be sloped up or down, so you see that by their aid the ship 
will glide downwards, driven by the force of the screw.” 

“Well done. Captain! But how can the man at the 
wheel see where he’s going?” 

“The wheel-house is a tower with glazed port-holes, 
jutting out from the deck, with telescopes let into the 
walls. At the after end of the deck, there is a powerful 
lamp which lights up the sea.” 

“Well done again!” I cried. “That explains the phos¬ 
phorescence of the narwhal, which excited the scientists 
so much! By the way, can you tell me if the damage to the 
Scotia^ which made such a flurry, was done by accident?” 

“Quite by acciden^. I was moving a fathom below the 
surface when the collision took place. I saw, howe\ier, that 
no harm was done.” • 

“None at all. Captain. But your meeting with the 
Abraham Lincoln?” 

“I’m sprry. Professor, for the damage to one of the best 
ships of the gallant American Navy, but I was attacked 
and I had to defend myself. All I did was to make it 
impossible for her to harm me, and she would have no 
difficulty in getting repaired at the next port.” 

“Ah, Captain!” I seiid, “your Nautilus is certainly a 
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wonderful ship!” It was*cJear to me that he loved the sub- 
* marine like a child. “Tell me,” I went on, “how was it 
possible for you to build her in secret?” 

“Eyery one of her parts, Mr. Aronnax, came to me 
from a different quarter of the globe. The keel was forged 
in France, the propeller shaft in London, the armour¬ 
plating at Liverpool, the propeller in Glasgow. The tanks 
were made in Paris, the motors in Germany, the bows in 
Sweden, the precision instruments in New York. And all 
these firms received their plans from me under diflferent 
names.” 

“But where did you put the whole thing together?” 

“I set up my workshops on a desert island, in the middle 
of the sea. There I and my brave companions built our 
Nautilus. When we had finished, we burnt all traces of 
our work.” 

“You must be enormously rich, sir?” 

“Infinitely rich. Professor. I could pay the French 
National Debt without inconvenience.” 

I took a long look at the strange man who talked in this 
way. Was he making a fool of me? Time would tell. 


CHAPTER XII 

THE BLACK RIVER 

t 

“Now, Professor,” said the captain, “I should like to fix 
the exact point of the start of our voyage. It’s* a quarter 
to noon. I’m going to surface.” He pressed an electric 
bell three times. The pumps began working, and the 
Nautilus surfaced. We went up the ladder and came on 
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deck. I could see the boat, a slightly rounded form amid* 
ships. Fore and aft were two towers with lense&set in their* 
walls, one for the helmsman, the other for the lamp. 

It was a calm, still day with not a cloud in the sky. 
There was nothing in sight, not an island, not a reef, not 
a ship. Captain Nemo took his bearings by the sun, hold¬ 
ing his sextant in a h*and as still as marble. 

“Noon,” he said. We went back to the gallery, and he 
worked out our position. “Mr. Aronnax,’* he said, “we 
are in longitude 137 degrees 15 minutes west.” 

“By what meridian?” I asked quickly, hoping that his 
reply would give away his nationality. 

“1 have several chronometers,” he replied, “regulated 
on the meridians of Paris, Greenwich and Washington. 
But, in your honour, I will use the Paris meridian.” His 
answer told me nothing. He went on: “Our latitude is 
30 degrees 7 minutes north, that is about three hundred 
miles from the coast of Japan. To-day, November 8th, 
at noon, our under-water voyage of. exploration begins.” 

“God preserve us!” I answered. 

“Now,” said he, “I will leave you to your studies. I 
have set a course cast-north-east at a hundred and fifty 
feet depth. The gallery is at your disposal, and I’ll leave 
you.” 

Left to myself, I remained for a long time 4 eep in 
thought, wondering about the strange Captain Nemo and 
his secret. I would have given a great deal to understand 
his mystery. Then I looked at the vast globe on the table, 
and put my finger on the point where we were then 
motang. 

The sea has its rivers as well as the land, special cur¬ 
rents which can be recognised by their temperature and 
their colour, the Gulf Stream being the most famous. 
We were moving in one of these currents, which the 
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Japane;ge call the Kuro-Scivo, or Black River. It is a warm 
stream coming from the Gulf of Bengal, very dark blue in 
colour. I was tracing its course on the globe, when Ned 
and Counsel appeared at the door of the gallery. They 
stood awestruck at the mar\’els before their eyes. 

“Where arc we, for heaven’s sake?” cried the Canadian. 
“In the Quebec museum?” 

“Come in, friends,” I said, “we’re on board the Nautilus^ 
twenty-five fathoms deep.” • 

“I must believe the master,” said Counsel, “but really, 
this place is enough to flabbergast even a Fleming like 
me. 

“Have a good look, my boy, you can practise your 
natural history here.” Counsel needed no pressing, he was 
already wandering round the glass czises, murmuring 
scientific names. 

In the meantime Ned was asking me about the captain, 
and I told him all I knew, or rather all I didn’t know. I 
asked him if he on his side had seen or heard anything. 

“Seen nothing, heard nothing,” said he. “I haven’t even 
caught a glimpse of the crew. Do you think by chance the 
crew’s electric too?” 

“What an idea!” 

“Well, I don’t see why not. But tell me, Mr. Aronnax, 
you’re always so knowing, have you any idea how many 
men there are ok board, ten, twenty, fifty, a hundred?” 

‘T’ve no idea, Ned, and believe me, you’d better give 
up all idea of seizing the Nautilus or of escaping. This ship 
is certainly one of the masterpieces of modem times, and I 
should be very sorry not to have seen her. Do keep your 
hair on, Ned, and try to see all that goes on round us.” 

“See!” said the harpooner. “But I can’t see a thing, 
we’ll never see anything in this armour-plated prison! We 
might as well be blind . . .” 
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As he spoke, we were suddenly* plunged in uttey dark- 
nesSj The lighted ceiling was extinguished. We stood silent,' 
wondering what might happen, when we heard a sliding 
noise. 

“It’s the end of the end!” said Ned. 

Suddenly two brilliant oblongs of light appeared at 
either side of the gallery. The sea w^ lit up, we were 
separated from the water only by two glass plates. The 
water was illuminated all round the Nautilus. It was a 
wonderful sight, quite beyond my powers of description, 
as if we were gazing at liquid light. We glued ourselves 
to the windows, silent with amazement. Then Counsel 
said, 

“You wanted to see, Ned, well, now you can seel” 

“Curious! very curious!” said the Canadian, forgetting 
his anger. “People would come a long way to see this sight! 
But fish? I can’t see any fish.” 

“What does it matter to you,” said Counsel, “since you 
wouldn’t know what they were if you saw them.” 

“I! A fisherman!” cried Ned. Then Counsel gave him a 
long lecture about all the different families of fish, but 
Ned was only interested in whether they were good to eat 
or not. 

“Look!” said the h^rpooner, at the window, “there are 
plenty of fish now! Tell me what they are.” • 

“I can’t tell you,” said Counsel, “that’s my master’s 
business.” Indeed the worthy fellow knew all about fish 
from books, but he was quite incapable of telling one from 
another yvhen he saw them, while the Canadian named 
all 'the fish at once. The two of them together would have 
made a famous naturalist. 

Then for two hours we stood at the windows, watching 
the fish as they passed. It was like an aquarium, except 
that the fish were free. There were whole armies of them, 
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beauti^l living creaturts'of all colours, shapes and sizes. 
They swaimed round the ship, drawn to the light, like 
moths. 

Suddenly the lights came on in the gallery. The steel 
shutters closed, the enchanting vision disappeared. 

I thought Captain Nemo would come in, but he did not 
appear. It was five o’clock. Ned and Counsel went back 
to their cabin, and I returned to my room, where I found 
dinner ready. '■ 

After the meal, which consisted of turtle soup and 
various delicate fishes, I spent the evening quietly, reading, 
writing, and thinking. Then I slept deeply on my bed of 
sea-grass, while the Nautilus glided along the swift current 
of the Black River. 


CHAPTER XIII 

AN INVITATION BY LETTER 

Two days passed without a sight of the captain, or of any 
of the crew. Ned, Counsel and I sp^nt a good deal of the 
time together, wondering at the strange absence of our 
host. * 

The next morning, when I smelt the fresh sea air and 
knew that the Nautilus had surfaced, I went up on deck. 
It was six o’clock, and a grey, still day. I hoped I might 
meet the captain, but I saw no-one but the man at the 
wheel. Sunrise came, tinting the clouds with lovely 
colours, and I sat on the hump of the boat, breathing the 
delicious air. I heard someone on the ladder. It was not the 
captain, but his first officer. He took no notice of me, but 
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scanned the sea all round the hoilzon with a powerful tele¬ 
scope. Then he went to the hatch, and spoke soine words, ’ 
which I remember, as they were repeated every morning: 

“Nautron respoc lorni virch.” I had not the faintest 
idea what they meant. 

He disappeared down the hatch, and I followed him, 
thinking that the ship' was going to dive. 

Five days passed, and every morning I went on deck. 

I heard the same man repeat the same words, but there 
was never a sign of the captain. 

The next day I found a letter addressed to me on the 
table in my cabin. It was an invitation from the captain 
for me and my companions to join him in a hunting-party, 
which was to take place next morning in his forests of 
Crespo Island. 

Ned and Counsel were beside me when I read the letter. 

“A hunt!” cried Ned. “Then the chap does make land¬ 
fall sometimes.” 

“So it would appear,” I said. 

“Well, then,” said the Canadian, “we’ll accept. Once 
on dry land, we’ll know what to do. Anyway, I shouldn’t 
siy no to a few slices of fresh venison.” 

“Let’s find Crespo Island on the map.” I looked at the 
globe, and found it was an islet, nothing but a little rock 
lost in the middle of the North Pacific. • 

“If he does land sometimes,” I exclaimed, “he certainly 
chooses desert islands.” 

The next day, when I awoke, I felt that the Nautilus 
was completely still. I dressed quickly, and went into the 
gallej^y. Captain Nemo was there, waiting for me. He rose 
and greeted me, and asked if we would like to go with him. 
He said nothing about his week’s absence, so 1 didn’t 
mention it either, I only said that we should like to join 
him in the hunt. 
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“Bu| tell me, Captain,’’ I said, “since you have nothing 
■ to do with,the land now, how do you come to own forests 
in Crespo Island?” 

“My forests never see the light of the sun, Professor,” 
he answered. “They shelter no lions, tigers, panthers, or 
any other four-legged beast. They grow for me alone. 
They are submarine forests.” 

“And are you going to take me to submarine forests?” 

“Certainly.’’ 

“On foot?” 

“Yes, and without getting your feet wet either. And 
with a rifle in your hand.” 

I looked at the captain in amazement. Certainly, his 
brain is touched, I thought. He has been in a fit of madness 
for a week, and hasn’t recovered yet What a pity! 

The captain could see what I was thinking, but.he only 
invited me to follow him into the dining-room, whpre 
breakfast was ready. 

“Please join me at breakfast,” he said. “We can talk as 
we eat. There’s no restaurant in my forest, so you would 
do well to make a good meal now.” 

I did as he suggested. There were fish, and some very 
tasty seaweeds. We drank water mixed with a fermented 
liquor made from another sort of seaweed. At first the 
captaiq, ate without speaking, then he looked at me, and 
said, , 

“Mr: Aronnax, you have been thinking I must be mad. 
You should not make such hasty judgements.” 

“But, sir ...” 

“Let me explain. You know that men can work under 
water if they have suitable clothing and a supply of air 
is pumped to them.” 

“You mean in diving gear,” I said. 

“Yes. But the diver is not free, as he must have an air- 
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line. If we had such lines, we Wouldn’t go far fr^m the 
Nautilus. I have a better way, which leaves pie free. I 
carry on my back a steel tube of compressed air which is 
continually renewed by chemicals. There is a special 
filter which allows the air to come through at the ordinary 
pressure for breathing. My head is enclosed in a copper 
globe, such as divers wear. The air supply will last for 
nine or ten hours.” 

“Splendid,” I said. “But tell me, ho\v» can you see 
under water?” 

“I have an electric lamp fastened to my belt.” 

“You answer all my doubts, Captain. But the rifle? It 
must be an air-gun, to work under water.” 

“Yes, it’s a rifle worked by compressed air.” 

“It milst be very difficult to kill your quarry, as you 
have to fire through the water?” 

“Not at all. The bullet has only to touch the animal to 
kill it. The bullets are electric, and explode like little 
bombs at the slightest shock. The rifle holds ten of them.” 

“I have no.more to say,” I answered. “I’ll come gladly.” 
He led me aft, and I called Ned and Counsel as we passed 
their cabin. Then we came to a sort of cell, near the motor- 
room, where we were to get into our diving-kit. 


CHAPTER XIV 

A WALK ON THE BOTTOM 
• OF THE SEA 

In this cell we saw a dozen diving-suits hanging on the 
wall. Ned scowled at the sight of them. 
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“Bu^ Ned, the forests dt Crespo are submarine forests!” 

“Fair Qnough,” said the harpooner gloomily, disap¬ 
pointed in his hope of fresh meat. “What about you,'Mr. 
Aronnax, are you going to climb into that get-up?” 

“Must do, Ned.” 

“Do as you like,” said the harpooner, with a shrug, “but 
I’m not getting into that rig unless I’m forced.” 

“No-one will force you, Ned,” said the captain. 

“Is Counsel going to risk it?” asked Ned. 

“I follow the master wherever he goes,” answered 
Counsel. 

The captain called, and two men of the crew came to 
help us into the heavy suits, made of seamless rubber. The 
trousers ended in thick shoes, with heavy lead soles.. The 
suit was reinforced by copper bands, to protect the body 
from the pressure of the water. The sleeves were joined 
to supple gloves. 

Captain Nemo, Counsel and I were soon dressqd in 
our diving-suits, as well as one of the crew, a giant of a 
man. We only had to put on our helmets. Before we did 
that, I asked to see the rifles. One of the crew gave me a 
gun, and I had a good look at its cunning mechanism. 

“Captain,” I said, “this is a fine rifle, I can hardly wait 
to try it! But how do we get to the bottom of the sea?” 

“At jthis moment. Professor, the Nautilus is aground in 
five fathoms of ivater, and we can just walk away.” 

“How do we get out?” 

“You’ll see.” The captain put on his helmet. Counsel 
and I did likewise, while Ned wished us “Good hunting!” 
in a sarcastic tone. (The helmet was screwed on tp the 
copper collar which formed the top of the jadket. There 
were three windows in the helmet, made of thick glass. 
As soon as it was fixed, the compressed air apparatus be¬ 
gan to work, and I found I could breathe easily) 
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I was so weighed down by all Iny gear that I cou^d not 
move a step. But I felt myself pushed into a little joom next 
door’. My companions followed, the door closed on us, and 
we were in darkness. After a few minutes, I heard a loud 
whistling, and I felt cold rising from my feet upwards. It 
was clear that a v<ilve had been opened, and the'water 
was coming into the little room. When it was filled, a hatch 
opened in the side of the submarine, ’ and there was a 
greenish light. The next minute we stepped out on to 
the bottom of the sea. 

The captain walked in front, then Counsel and I to¬ 
gether, while the sailor brought up the rear. My clothes 
no longer weighed me down, I could movi' quite easily. 
The light was very strong, I could see things clearly at a 
hundred feet, but in the distance they melted into a blue 
darkness. We were walking on a fine bed of level sand, 
which reflected the sun and shone brilliantly. For a 
quarter of an hour we walked on this shining sand, while 
the hull of the Nautilus grew faint in the distance. But 
when night fell, her lamp would be lit to help us find our 
way back. 

We walked on over the plain. I could sec great rocks, 
covered with sponges and sea-anemones. It was ten 
o’clock, and as the sun slanted down into the water the 
light was broken up into all the colours of the I'^bow. 
It was a magnificent sight, to see the underwater rocks, 
weed, shells, and sea-creatures stained with these brilliant 
colours. 

■ Counsel and I loitered, like children in a field of flowers, 
but Captain Nemo beckoned us on. We left the sand 
behind, and came to a stretch of ooze, then to fields of 
seaweed. We walked through the weed and it floated 
round our heads in long streamers. It was nearly noon 
now, and the sun shone directly downwards into the water. 

57 



20,000 LEAGUES UNDER/fHE SEA 

No>v the ground slopeS downwards, till we were fifteen 
fathoms deep. The rays of the sun became dim, we were 
in a reddish twilight. Then the captain stopped. He waited 
till I had come up with him, then pointed to some darker 
masses in the shadows a little way ahead. 

“That must be the forest of Crespo Island,” I thought. 


CHAPTER XV 

A SUBMARINE FOREST 

This was Captain Nemo’s kingdom, where he alone was 
master. The forest was made up of great tree-like plants, 
and as soon as we had made our way under the vast 
arcades I noticed a strange thing. All plants in that forest 
grew straight upwards, from the smallest weeds on the 
ground to the largest branches. They seemed to have 
stalks of iron. If I moved them aside with my hand they 
sprang back at once to their upright positions when I let 
them go. 

There were sea-anemones on the ground, like flowers, 
and Iktle fish swam through the branches like a swarm of 
humming-birds. 

At about one o’clock, the captain called a halt. We lay 
down on a bed of weed, and were soon fast asleep. I don’t 
know how long we slept, but when I woke, the captain 
was already on his feet. I was stretching myself, when I 
caught sight of something which made me jump up in a 
hurry. 

A few feet away, a monster sea-spi^r, a yard high, was 
looking at me with evil eyes, feady to pounce. Although 
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my diving-suit was thick enough lio'protect me agaii;ist its 
bite, I drew back in horror. Counsel and the seaman woke 
up at that moment, and the captain pointed at the spider. 
The man struck it down with a blow of his rifle-butt, 

t 

and I saw the claws of the monster writhing in terrible 
convulsions. 

This meeting made me think that there might be other 
more fearsome creatures in these gloomy depths, and that 
my diving-suit would be no protection against them. So 
I kept on my guard. 

We went on. The ground was still sinking, and at last 
we were in complete darkness. I was groping my way 
forwards, when suddenly a white light shone out. Captain 
Nemo had switched on his electric torch, and we all 
followed suit. 

The trees were getting thinner now, but there were still 
a great many sea-creatures, anemones, molluscs, and fish 
of several kinds. I thought that our light would attract 
some sort of game, but none came within rifle-shot. At 
last, at about four in the afternoon, we came to the end of 
our outward journey. A wall of granite rose before us, 
with deep caves under it, but offering no possible foothold. 

These were the cliffs of Crespo Island, land at last. 

Captain Nemo stopged suddenly. This was the end of 
his kingdom, he did not wish to have anything to d« with 
the land. • 

We began the return journey. We went back by a 
different route, which sloped upwards much more steeply. 

We can^e up to a depth of five fathoms, and swarms of 
little fishes of all sorts darted round us, but we had not 
yet seen any game worthy of a shot. Then suddenly the 
captain took aim at some creature moyjng among the 
seaweed. He fired, and an animal fell a few yards away. 

/It was a magnificent sea-otter, the only four-footed 

'v 
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beeistiwhich lives entirely in the sea. It was about five 
feet long,, and must have been very valuable, with it? fine 
fur, chestnut above, and silver below. The sailor slung it 
over jhis shoulder, and we went on. We were walking now 
on sand, the sea was somedmes so shallow that I could see 
our reflections on the surface, walking upside-down. 

*irhen a great bjlrd flew low over the sea, and the sailor 
took aim and fired. It was the prettiest shot I’ve ever seen. 
The bird warf an albatross) it fell and sank to the feet of the 
hunter, who picked it up. 

We continued our journey, sometimes on sand, some¬ 
times through beds of seaweed, very difficult to cross. I 
was beginning to be tired, when I saw a faint light. It was 
the submarine’s lamp. I was looking forward to getting on 
board, for it seemed to me that my air supply was giving 
out. 

I was lagging rather in the rear, when the captain came 
back, and pushed me to the ground with his strong hand, 
while the sailor did the same to Counsel. At first I didn’t 
know what to make of this sudden attack, but I saw that 
the captain was lying down close beside me and keeping 
quite still. I lay there in the shelter of a clump of weed, 
when raising my head I saw enormous bodies passing 
overhead, throwing a phosphorescent light. 

Th« blood froze in my veins. They were sharks, two 
terrible monsters with huge tails and dull, glassy eyes, 
with phosphorescent rays coming from holes round their 
snouts. They could crunch up a whole man in their iron 
jaws. I shuddered at the sight of their silver bellies and 
their dreadful mouths bristling with teeth^) 

Luckily for us, these gluttonous brutes passed without 
seeing us, though they brushed us with their fins. Our 
escape was a miracle, for I would rather meet a tiger in 
the jungle than come face to face with one of these. 

6 o 

















































20,000 LEAGUES UNBEI^THE SEA 

Hgilf-an-hour afterwaS’ds we reached the Nautilus. The 
outer hatch was still open, and the captain closed it when 
we were inside. He pressed a button, and the little'room 
was soon pumped dry. We went into the inner room 
where our diving-suits were taken off and then, stumbling 
with sleep, I went to my cabin. 


CHAPTER XVI 

FOUR THOUSAND LEAGUES 
UNDER THE PACIFIC 

The next day, November i8th, I was fresh again after a 
good night’s sleep. I went up on deck, at the moment when 
the first officer was speaking his daily words. It occurred 
to me then that they meant, “There is nothing in sight.” 

Indeed, the ocean was deserted. Crespo Island had 
vanished in the night. The sea rippled, a brilliant blue. 

I was admiring the water when the captain appeared. 
He didn’t seem to notice me, but started taking bearings. 
Then he went and leaned on the wheel-house, gazing at 
the sfa. 

In the meap.while, twenty of the crew came up on deck. 
They started hauling in the nets, which had been out all 
night. These men seemed to belong to different countries, 
though they all looked European. I thought I recognised 
Irishmen, Frenchmen, a few Slavs, and a Greek or Cretan. 
They did not speak much, and then only in their strange 
language, so it would have been useless for me to try to 
talk to them. 

The nets were dragged on board, and there was an 
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enormous haul of fish of all sorts. »I reckon there ^ust 
have been almost half a ton. The catch was louvered at 
once through the hatch on its way to the stores, some to be 
eaten fresh, the rest to be salted. 

1 thought the Nautilus was going to dive again, ahd I 
was making for the hatch, when the captain turned to me, 
and said, 

“You see this ocean, Professor, has it not a life of its 
own? It has its anger and its gentleness, it has been sleep¬ 
ing, as we have, and now it wakes again after a peaceful 
•night.” He spoke for a long time about the beauty and 
richness of the sea, which was his only home. Then he 
went on: 

“I could easily imagine towns in the sea, submarine 
houses, which, like the Nautilus, would come up every 
morning to breathe. They would be free towns, inde¬ 
pendent cides! And yet, who knows whether some tyrant 
. . .” He finished his sentence by a violent gesture. Then 
he went below, and I followed. 

During the.next few weeks I saw very little of the 
captain. Counsel and Land spent much of their time with 
m6. Nearly every day the panels in the gallery were 
opened, and we were never tired of looking at the mysteries 
of the world under the sea. 

The Nautilus was moving in a south-easterly direction. 
On December ist we crossed the Equator. JVe saw in the 
distance the wooded mountains of some of the Pacific 
islands, but the captain never steered very close to land. 

• On December 11 th, I was reading in the gallery, while 
Ned ^nd Counsel were watching the lighted waters 
through the •panels. The Nautilus was motionless, lying in 
the deep sea. 

“Will the master come here a moment?” said Counsel 
suddenly strange voice. 
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“\yhat is it, Counsel;*’ I went over to the window and 
looked ont. 

Full in the light from the windows, a huge black’ mass 
hun^ in the water. I watched it closely, trying to make but 
what sort of whale it was, when another thought struck 
me: 

“A ship!” I cried. 

“Yes,” replied the Canadian, “a sunken wreck.” 

The hull of the ship seemed to be in good order, and she 
could not have been wrecked more than a few hours 
before. The masts had been cut down close to the deck, in 
an attempt to save her, but she had heeled over and filled 
with water. 

It was a tragic scene. We stood dumb in our pity. And 
already I could see great sharks with shining eyes making 
for the wreck. 

Then the Mautilus turned round the sunken vessel, and 
for a moment I could read her name, Florida, Sunderland. 


CHAPTER XVII 

STRANDED IN THE TORRES STRAITS 

.After this terrible sight, we saw many other relics of 
(disasters on our voyage. As wc were running through 
busier seas we often saw rotting hulks, and on the ground 
were cannon, cannon-balls, anchors, chains and other 
gear eaten by rust. We were passing amohg the coral 
islands of the south seas, and we came to the scene of a 
famous shipwreck which had taken place many years 
before. The captain showed me the sunken remains of the 
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ships which had perished, and*ako a tin box, stamped 
with the royal arms of France, which he had sjived from 
the sea. It contained papers yellow with age, orders from 
the French Navy for the captain of the expedition, and 
there were notes in the handwriting of the King of France. 

“Ah!” said Captain Nemo, “it’s a fine death for a sailor! 
A man can lie quiet in a tomb of coral, and I would wish 
no other for myself and my mates!” 

We left those islands and came near to New Guinea. It 
was January ist, 1868 , and Counsel followed me up on 
deck. 

“May I wish the master a happy New Year?” he said. 

“Well, Counsel, that makes me feel as if I were at home, 
in my study in the Zoo. Thanks for your good wishes! 
Only, I Wish I knew what you mean by a ‘happy New 
Year’. Shall we escape from our prison this year, or shall 
we go on with this strange voyage?” 

“Indeed, sir,” answered Counsel, “I really don’t know 
what to say. We certainly haven’t been bored, these last 
two months. Each new wonder is more exciting than the 
last, and if we go on at this rate, I don’t know where we’ll 
end. We shall never have a chance like this again.” 

“Never, Counsel.” 

“Besides, Captain Nemo is no more trouble to us than 
if he didn’t exist.” ’ , 

“As you say. Counsel. But what does Ned Land think 
about it all?” 

“Ned Land is exactly the opposite of me. He’s tired of 
always looking at fish and eating them. The lack of wine, 
bread and meat doesn’t suit a good Saxon with a taste for 
beefsteak, dnd who’s not at all frightened of a drop of gin 
or brandy!” 

“I can’t say that I have any complaints about our 
food.” 


c 
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“N<»r I,” said Counsell “I’m quite as anxious to stay on 
board as Ned is to escape. If this year doesn’t turn out well 
for me, it will for him, and vice versa. So someone will be 
happy. Anyway, I wish the master whatever will please 
him best.” 

“Thank you. Counsel.” 

We passed through the Coral Sea, on the north-east 
coast of Australia, where Captain Cook was nearly 
wrecked. Then we drew near to New Guinea, and the 
captain told me that wc were going into the Indian Ocean 
through Torres Straits, which separate Australia from 
New Guinea. 

These straits bristle with reefs, and the natives in the 
neighbouring islands are very savage. When we reached 
the waters of the straits, the captain himself took the wheel, 
and the Nautilus kept to the surface. The water bubbled 
furiously round the submarine as the currents broke over 
the coral reefs. 

“That’s a bad sea!” said Ned. 

“Horrible,” I answered, “and not very suitable for a 
ship like the Nautilus^ 

“I hope this confounded captain is certain of his course,” 
said the Canadian, “for one of these coral fritters would 
certainly make a mess of the ship!” 

Butithe submarine seemed to glide by magic among the 
terrible reefs. However, as we were drawing near to one of 
the islands, a sudden shock threw me off my feet. The ship 
had touched a reef, and was stuck fast, with a slight list to 
port. When I got up, I saw the captain and his first officer 
on deck, examining the situation. The submarine was 
undamaged, but she could not move. 

The captain, as calm as ever, came over to me. 

“An accident?” I asked. 

“No, an incident,” he answered. 
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“But an incident which may«fqrce you to become a 
landsman again!” 

The captain gave me a strange look, and shook his 
head. Then he went on, “The Nautilus is not lost, Mr. 
Aronnax. She will carry you again among the wondiers of 
the ocean. Our voyage is only beginning, and I don’t want 
to lose the pleasure of your company so soon.” 

“But, Captain, the tides in these seas* are very slight, I 
don’t see how she can float off.” 

“It’s true that the tides are not very strong, but there’s 
• still a difference of a yard and a half between high and low 
tide. In five days the moon will be full, then I think we 
shall be refloated.” The captain and the officer went 
below. 

Ned came up to me. “Well?” he said. 

“Well, Ned, we wait patiently for the high tide on the 
ninth, for it seems that the moon will be kind enough to 
refloat us.” 

“As simple as that? Won’t the captain try and haul us 
off?” 

“Why should he, when the tide will do it for us?” said 
Counsel. 

The Canadian shrugged his shoulders. “Believe me,” he 
said, “this hunk of iron will never sail again, either on the 
sea or below it. It’s bnly good for scrap. I think the 
moment has come to take our leave of Captain Nemo.” 

“Well, Ned,” I replied, “I don’t despair of this brave 
Nautilus. As for escaping, I might agree with you if we 
were in sight of the British or French coast, but it would 
be madness here.” 

“But cai/t we have a look at the land, at least?” Ned 
went on. “Here is an island, with trees. Under the trees, 
animals, provided with cutlets and steaks, which I would 
give a good deal to taste.” 
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“Nfd’s right, sir,” said Counsel. “Couldn’t the master 
get permission from his friend the captain to visit the 
island, just so that we don’t lose the habit of walking on 
dry land?” 

“I 'can ask him,” I answered, “but he’ll refuse.” 

But to my great surprise. Captain Nemo did not refuse. 
He even gave permission very graciously, without making 
me promise to return. But to escape into these islands 
would have been very dangerous. 

Next morning, at eight, two of the crew launched the 
boat for us. We took our seats, armed witl| electric rifles 
and axes. The sea was fairly calm, with a slight land 
breeze. Counsel and I took the oars, while Ned steered 
through the narrow channels between the reefs. Ned 
couldn’t contain his joy, he felt like an escaped prisoner. 

“Meat!” he cried, “real meat! I don’t say that fish 
isn’t a good thing, but you can have too much of it, and 
I’m looking forward to a piece of fresh venison, grilled 
over the coals.” 

“Pig!” said Counsel. “You’re making my mouth water.” 

“It remains to be seen,” I put in, “first whether there’s 
any game in the forest, and second, whether it’s not the 
sort of game which will hunt the hunters.” 

“Well, Mr. Aronnax,” said the Canadian, “I shall 
certaiigly eat tiger-steak, if there’s nothing else on the 
island, but whatever happens, any animal with four feet 
and no feathers, or with two feet and feathers, will be 
welcome to my gun!” 

At half-past eight we beached the boat gently on a 
sandy shore. 
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SOME DAYS ON LAND 

It was exciting to tread on dry land again, after two 
months at sea. Ned walked as if he owned the island. We 
went up die coral beach, towards the mighty forests of the 
interior. Q?he great trees, some of them two*hundred feet 
tall, were festooned by creepers, with orchids growing 
among them^ 

While I was admiring the beauty of the trees, Ned 
noticed a coconut palm. He knocked down some of the 
nuts and broke them, and we drank the-milk and ate the 
kernels greedily. 

“Excellent!” said Ned. 

“Delicious!” said Counsel. 

“I don’t think your friend the captain would object if we 
were to carry some on board?” said the Canadian. 

“I don’t suppose so,” I answered, “but he wouldn’t 
taste them himself!” 

“That’s his loss,” said Counsel. 

“And our gain!” answered Ned. “All the more for 
usi' 

“Just a minute, Ned,” I said, as he was starring to 
attack another tree, “coconuts are very good things, but 
before we fill the boat with them, let’s see if there isn’t 
anything else on the island. Some fresh vegetables would 
be welcome.” 

“The master is right,” said Counsel, “and I think we 
should divide the boat into three parts, one for fruit, one 
for vegetables, and the third for venison, though I don’t 
see hair nor hide of it.” 

“Don’t give up hope,” said the Canadian. 
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“Lrt’s go a little fbrfher,” I went on, “but keeping 
a good )ook out. There may be cannibals in fhese 
parts.” 

“Well,” said Ned, “I’m beginning to think I could even 
eat a man myself!” 

“Whatever next, Ned?” said Counsel. “And I share a 
cabin with you! Shall I wake up one morning to find 
myself half eaten?” 

“Friend Counsel, I’m very fond of you, but not enough 
to eat you unless I’m driven to it.” 

“I don’t trust you!” answered Counsel. “Let’s go on 
with the hunt, we must find some meat for this cannibal!” 

We walked on through the forest, and by chance came 

upon some bread-fruit trees. Ned knew the fruit well, and 

« 

was dying to taste it. 

“Let’s have a taste of that bread-fruit,” he said. 

“Go ahead,” I answered, “why not?” 

“It won’t take long,” said he. With a burning-glass he 
lit a fire of dead wood which was soon crackling joyfully. 
In the meantime Counsel and I chose the ripest fruits. 
They were yellowish and rather soapy and had no stone. 
Ned cut up a dozen of them into thick slices, and put 
them to roast on the fire. After a few minutes, he raked out 
the slices, which were burnt black pn the outside, but soft 
and white inside. They were delicious, tasting rather like 
artichokes. • 

“Well, Ned,” I said, “that was very good. What more 
do we need?” 

“I wouldn’t mind some fruit, and perhaps a few veget¬ 
ables,” he answered. • 

By midday we had collected a good supply of bananas, 
some mangoes, and some huge pineapples. 

“That’s all very fine,” said the harpooner, “but I want 
my roast meat.” 
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“We can try again to-mo^^o\^^^”,said Counsel. I think 
we’d better get back to the boat now.” 

We made our way back through the forest, ^nd on the 
way we found some green vegetables and some little 
beans. At last, at five o’clock, we loaded the boat with all 
our loot and made for the submarine. There was no one 
about. We took the provisions on board, and I went to my 
cabin. My supper was ready, I ate, and went to bed. 

The next day we found the boat lying where we had 
left it, tied up to the Nautilus. It was sunrise, we decided to 
go ashore again. This time, we let Ned take the lead. We 
walked along the coast, where there were streams falling 
into the sea, and climbed into a high plain surrounded by 
forests. Some kingfishers flew away when we appeared, 
which made me think that they must have been used to 
human beings. We came to a little wood, where there 
were a great many birds. 

“Some game at last!” cried Ned. 

“Not fit to eat,” said Counsel, “they’re nothing but 
parrots.” 

“I expect parrots are perfectly good to eat,” answered 
Ned. 

The little wood was indeed full of parrots, green, red 
and blue, flying about and squawking in the branches. 

By eleven we had shot nothing, and were very hungry. 
Then Counsel, to his great surprise, brought down two 
pigeons at one shot. They were quickly prepared and 
roasted over a wood fire, and we ate them with bread¬ 
fruit. These birds feed on nutmegs, which gives their flesh 
a mcjft delicious flavour. 

“That was good,” I said, “but I suppose you’re not 
happy yet, Ned?” 

“Not till I find a four-legged beast,” he answered. 

“Let’s go on with the hunt, then,” said Counsel, “but I 
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think Y^e’d better makafor the sea again. We’ve got to the 
beginning of the mountains, we ought to have better luck 
in the forests,” 

We turned towards the woods. A few harmless snakes 
glided away as we drew near, and birds of paradise flew 
off among the trees. Then by good luck Ned shot a wild 
pig, to his great delight. After that, Ned and Counsel, 
beating the thickeits, started a troop of small kangaroos. 
The hunters "^yere wildly excited, and shot down a dbzen 
of them. These little kangaroos make very good eating. 

By six o’clock, we were on the beach again, near thq 
boat. The Nautilus lay like a great reef two miles off shore. 
Ned started preparing dinner at once. He was a good 
cook, and soon a wonderful smell of roast pork perfumed 
the air. 

The dinner was magnificent. As well as the pork chops, 
we had two pigeons, bread-fruit, some mangoes, and 
half-a-dozen pineapples, topped off with some fermented 
coconut milk, which made us very merry. 

“Don’t let’s go back on board to-night!” i?aid Counsel. 

“Don’t let’s ever go back!” said N^d. 

At that moment a stone fell at our feet. 


CHAPTER XIX 

CAPTAIN NEMO’S LIGHTNING 

c> 

We looked towards the forest. A second stone'knocked a 
pigeon’s leg out of Counsel’s hand. We jumped up, 
seizing our rifles. 

“Is it monkeys?” cried Ned. 
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“Savages!” said Counsel. 

“To the boat!” I cried, making for the sea. 

Twenty natives, armed with bows and slings,'appeared 
suddenly on the edge of the wood, not a hundred yards 
away. They came towards us, showering us with stones 
and arrows. Ned wouldn’t give up his booty, he staggered 
along with the remains of the pig slung over one shoulder, 
the kangaroos on the other. 

In two minutes we reached the boat, piled, the food and 
guns into it, and shoved off. Soon we were rowing away, 

• while a hundred savages, shouting and waving, dashed up 
to their waists into the sea. Twenty minutes later, we 
climbed on board the Nautilus. The hatch v/as open. We 
moored the boat and went below. 

I went into the gallery, where I could hear music. The 
captain was there, playing on his organ, lost to the world. 

“Captain!” I said. He did not hear me. 

“Captain!” I repeated, touching his hand. 

He shuddered, and turned. “Oh, it’s you. Professor. 
Well, have you had good hunting?” 

“Yes, Captain,” ^ answered, “but I’m afraid we’ve 
stirred up a troop of two-legged creatures who are rather 
too close for my liking.” 

“What two-legged creatures?” 

“Savages,” * ^ 

“Ah, savages!” said the captain in a sarcastic voice. 
“And are you surprised that you meet savages when you 
set foot on one of the lands of the earth? Are they any 
worse than other men, these savages of yours?” 

“Byt, Captain . . .” 

“Calm yourself. Professor, there’s nothing to worry 
about.” 

“But there are a great many of them.” 

“How many have you counted?” 
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“A,*, least a hundred.”* 

“Mr. Aronnax,” said the captain, starling to play again, 
“if all the natives of Papua were on the beach the Nautilus 
would have nothing to fear.” He forgot me, lost in his 
musi^ again. 

I went on deck. It was already dark, for in the tropics 
there is no twilight. I could see many fires lighted on the 
beach, showing {hat the natives were not thinking of 
leaving. Butr the night passed quietly, and at six next 
morning I went on deck again. When the mist cleared, I 
could see the natives, and now there seemed to be about 
five or six hundred of them. It was low tide, and some of 
them had climbed out on the coral reefs and were not far 
from the submarine. I could make them out easily, they 
were fine figures of men, with woolly hair and black 
shining bodies. Some of the chiefs wore red and white bead 
necklaces. They were nearly all armed with bows, arrows, 
and shields, and carried nets of sling-stones over their 
shoulders. 

While the tide was low, the natives prowled near the 
Nautilus, but they were quite peaceful. They seemed to be 
inviting me by signs to join them, but I thought it would 
be wiser not to accept. 

So the boat could not go ashore that day, .to Ned’s 
great annoyance. He had to content himself with prepar¬ 
ing his meat and vegetables, and making a kangaroo pie. 
The savages went back on shore about eleven, when the 
rising tide began to cover the coral reefs. As I had nothing 
better to do, I thought of dragging the clear water with a 
net, to see if I could find any rare shells. I called Counsel, 
who brought me a light drag-net, like the ones used for 
fishing oysters. 

“These savages,” said Counsel, “they don’t seem very 
wicked to me!” 
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“Yet they’re cannibals, you kaoy/.” ^ 

“I suppose even cannibals can be perfectly decent 
people,” said he. ' 

We dragged for two hours, without finding anything out 
of the ordinary. We drew up many shells, a few pearl 
oysters, and a dozen small turtles which we sent to the 
galley. 

Then I suddenly found something very rare. This was 
an olive shell in which the spiral turned to th^ left, instead 
of to the right, and such a thing is almost unknown in 
■nature. I was enormously excited by this find, and had 
passed it to Counsel to see, when it was broken in his hand 
by an unlucky stone slung by one of the natives. Counsel 
was wild with grief and fury, and seizing my rifle, aimed 
at the man. I tried to stop him, but he had already fired, 
and the shot broke the native’s bracelet. 

“Counsel!” I cried. 

“What, sir! The cannibal began it!” 

“A shell is not worth a man’s life,” I said. 

“Ah, the wretch!” said Counsel. “I would rather he’d 
broken my arm!” An^ he meant it too. 

We noticed then that the Nautilus was surrounded by 
about twenty pirogues. These native canoes are hollowed 
out of tree-trunks, balanced by bamboo floats on either 
side. It was clear that the natives had some knowledge of 
Europeans, and knew their ships, but they had never seen 
anything like this long iron tube without a mast or a 
funnel. They had therefore kept their distance at first, but 
as the submarine stayed quite still they began to lose their 
fear. J became alarmed, especially when, a shower of 
arrows came from the pirogues. 

“A hailstorm!” said Counsel, “and maybe the hail is 
poisoned!” 

“I’ll warn the captain,” I sard, going below. 
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I Ycnt into the galle»y. It was empty. I made bold to 
knock at the door which opened into the captain’s cabin. 

“Com^ in,” I heard. I found the captain deep'in a 
mathematical calculation. 

“I^m sorry to disturb you, Captain . . .” 

“No doubt you have a good reason, Mr. Aronnax?” 

“Very good, we are surrounded by native pirogues, and 
in a few minutes We shall certainly be attacked by several 
hundred sav<iges.” 

“Ah,” said the captain calmly, “they have come with 
their pirogues?” 

“Yes, sir.” 

“Well, we have only to close the hatch. Nothing could 
be easier.” He pressed a button, and gave the order. 

“It’s done,” he said after a few seconds. “The boat is 
in place and the hatch is shut. You don’t imagine, I 
suppose, that these gentlemen can break in the walls which 
the shells of your frigate could not harm?” 

“No, Captain, but to-morrow you will have to open the 
hatch again, to renew the air . . .” 

“Certainly, since we must come vP to breathe like the 
whales.” 

“Well, then, the natives will board us the minute the 
hatch is open!” 

“You think they’ll come aboard!?” 

“Certainly tjiey will.” 

“Well, let them come. I don’t see why we should stop 
them. They’re poor devils, these Papuans, and I don’t 
want my visit here to cost a single one of their lives.’’ 
Captain Nemo rose to his feet. “To-morrow,” he wcjit on, 
“at 2.40 in the afternoon, the Nautilus will float un¬ 
damaged.” He bowed, and I left him and returned to my 
cabin. 

I slept badly that night, for the savages were dancing on 
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deck with ear-splitting yells. But the crew took noimore 
notice of them than soldiers in a fort take of the ants 
crawling up the walls. 

t worked in my cabin next morning, then at half-past 
two I went into the gallery. In ten minutes, accordhig to 
the captain’s promise, the submarine should be free of the 
reef. If not, she would have to stay there for many months. 

However, I felt a trembling in the hull of the ship, and 
heard the grating of the steel on the reef. 

At two-thirty-five Captain Nemo came into the gallery. 

. “We’re off,” he said. “I’ve given the order to open the 
hatch.” 

“And the Papuans? Won’t they climb on board?” 

“Mr. Aronnax,” the captain answered calmly, “one 
does not climb into the J^autilus jmt like that, even when 
the hatch is open. You don’t understand?” 

“Not at all.” 

“Come with me, then, and you’ll see.” I went to the 
central ladder. Ned and Counsel were watching several of 
the crew opening the hatch, while cries of rage and 
horrible screams came from outside. As soon as it was 
open, twenty fierce warriors sprang up. But the first to put 
his hand on the rail of the ladder shot backwards, and 
disappeared waving his arms and shrieking. Ten of his 
fellows suffered the same fate. , 

•9 

Counsel was wild with joy. Ned rushecl to the ladder, 
but as soon as he put his hands on the rail, he also was 
thrown back. 

■ “The 4evil!” he cried, “I’ve been struck by lightning!” 

These words explained everything. The hand-rail was 
charged with electricity, not enough to kill, but only to 
give a sharp shock. The Papuans had fled, mad with 
terror. We laughed at poor Ned as we consoled him and 
rubbed him, while he swore like one possessed. 
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At« that moment the* tide reached the full, and the 
Nautilus ^eft her coral bed exactly at that fortieth miinute 
fixed by the captain. The screw beat the water, then the 
speed increased and she came safe and sound out of the 
dan^rous channels of Torres Straits. 


CHAPTER XX 

DRUGGED 

We were voyaging now many miles from land, and it 
became difficult to imagine any other life, when something 
happened which reminded us of the strangeness of our 
situation. 

On January i8th, the Nautilus was several hundred 
miles from the nearest coast. The sky was overcast, the sea 
choppy under the east wind. The barometer had been 
falling for some days and a storm threatened. 

I came up on deck just as the first officer was taking his 
daily bearings, and I listened for the usual phrase. But that 
day the words were different. Almpst at once the captain 
appea^^^ed, and started scanning the horizon with his 
glass. . 

For a few minutes he stared fixedly at a certain point, 
then he lowered his glass and talked with the officer. The 
captain was calm, as usual, but the other seemed hardly 
able to control his excitement. I stared at the sea, but 
could make out nothing at all. 

The captain meanwhile was pacing the deck. Some¬ 
times he stopped and gazed at the sea with his arms 
folded. The officer was looking through the telescope 
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again, walking to and fro in nernous excitement. Tl^n he 

called to the captain and pointed something out to him. 
• _ 

This* was too much for me, I went down to the gallery to 
fetch a telescope. But no sooner had I got it to my eye 
than it was snatched from my grasp. « 

I turned round. Captain Nemo was in front of me, but 
I hardly recognised him. His face was changed, his eyes 
gleamed fiercely under knitted brows, his teeth were 
bared. He stood stiffly, with clenched fists, his head sunk 
between his shoulders, his whole body charged with 
hatred. He did not move. My glass, fallen from his hand, 
had rolled to his feet. 

I wondered what I could have done to rouse his fury, 
then I realised that it was not directed against me. His eye 
remained fixed on that distant point of the horizon. 

At last he came to himself. He spoke a few words to his 
officer, then turned to me. 

“Mr. Aronnax,” he said in an imperious tone, “I must 
ask you to fulfil the condition you undertook.” 

“What do you mean. Captain?” 

“You and your copipanions must be shut up until I see 
fit to release you.” 

“You are the master,” I answered. “But may I ask you 
one question?” 

“None, sir.” 

There was nothing to be said. I went down to Ned and 
Counsel and told them. Ned was furious, of course, but 
there was no time to argue. Four men waited at the door, 
and took us to the cell where we had spent our first night 
on bgard. Ned’s protests were cut short by the slamming 
of the door. 

“Can the master tell us what it’s all about?” said 
Counsel. 

1 told them what had happened, then started turning 

79 



20,000 LEAGUES UNOER ■‘fHE SEA 

it all pver in my mind, but without making any sense of 
it. Then Ned exclaimed, 

“Well,‘anyway, lunch is ready.” I looked at the table. 
“They’ve sent us nothing but the ship’s rations,” he 
went on. 

“Better than nothing!” said Counsel. 

We ate in silence. I took very little. Counsel made him¬ 
self eat, as a “wise precaution”, but nothing could upset 
Ned’s appetite. After lunch we made ourselves as com¬ 
fortable as we could on the floor. 

At that moment, the electric light went out and left us 
in complete darkness. Ned fell asleep at once, and to my 
surprise. Counsel also dropped off very soon. I was won¬ 
dering what had made him so sleepy, when I found that I 
too had difficulty in keeping my eyes open. Our food 
must have been drugged, the captain did not think it 
enough to shut us up! I heard the hatch close. The ship 
did not roll now, as she had done before, and I wondered 
if she had dived. Then the drug overpowered me, and I 
sank into a heavy sleep. 


CHAPTER XXI 

DEATH OF A SEAMAN 

The next day, I woke with a surprisingly clear head. To 
my astonishment I was in my cabin. I tried the door, and 
found it unlocked. I was quite free. I found' the hatch 
open, and went on deck. 

Ned and Counsel were there. They too had woken up 
in their cabin, and knew ho more than I. The Nautilus 
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seemed quiet and mysterious as ftefbre, moving at a steady 
speed on the surface. Nothing was changed. 

Ned scanned the horizon with his long-sighted eyes, but 
he could see nothing, neither sail nor shore. The wind blew 
from the west, ruffling the long waves and makiftg the 
ship roll. The Nautilus, after renewing her air, kept to a 
depth of fifty feet, so that she could surface again quickly. 
This she did several times that day, 'against her usual 
practice, and the first officer came up on deck and spoke 
his accustomed words. 

The captain did not appear. I saw only the steward, 
who served me as well and as silently as ever. 

About two o’clock I was writing in the gallery when the 
captain came in. I wished him good-day, he nodded 
slightly without speaking. I went on with my work, hoping 
he would tell me something of what had happened the 
night before. But he said nothing. He looked tired, his 
eyes were red as if he had not slept, and there was a look 
of deep sorrow on his face. He wandered about the room, 
sat down and got up again, took up a book and laid it 
down, consulted his instruments without taking the usual 
notes, and did not seem able to keep still. At last he came 
to me and said, 

“Are you a doctor, Mr. Aronnax?” I was so surprised 
by this question that 1 stared at him for some timg with¬ 
out answering. , 

“Are you a doctor?” he repeated. “Several of your col¬ 
leagues have taken medical degrees, I know.” 

■ “Yes,” I said, “certainly I’m a doctor. I practised for 
several years before going to the Museum.” 

“Good. Will you see one of my men?” 

“You have a sick man?” 

“Yes.” 

“I’ll come at once.” I followed him in great excitement. 
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Perhaps I should learn sosnething of what had happened. 
The captain led me aft, into a cabin near the crew’s 
quarters. There lay the sick man, who looked like an 
Englishman. His head was bound in bloodstained ban¬ 
dages.''I removed the dressings, while he looked at me 
with great staring eyes, uttering no sound. 

It was a horrible wound. The skull had been split by a 
blunt instrument, laying bare the brain. The man’s breath¬ 
ing was slow, his face twitched spasmodically, his feet and 
legs were already growing cold. Death was not far off. 
There was nothing to be done for him, but I dressed the 
wound, then turned to the captain. 

“What was the cause of this wound?” I asked. 

“What does it matter! A sudden shock broke a lever of 
one of the motors. There were two men there, this one 
threw himself in front of the other, and took the full force 
of the blow. A man laid down his life for his friend, that’s 
all. W’hat do you think of his condition?” I hesitated. 
“You can speak out,” he went on. “He doesn’t under¬ 
stand French.” 

“He will be dead in two hours.” , 

“Nothing can save him?” 

“Nothing.” 

The captain’s hand clenched convulsively, a few tears 
starte(| from his eyes, which were riot made for weeping. 

For a little tijne I watched the dying man, from whose 
face the colour was slowing ebbing under the bright light. 
It was an intelligent face, with deep lines of sorrow and 
misfortune. 

A 

I slept badly that night, and my dreams weije in¬ 
terrupted by distant singing, a dirge for the seaman who 
had died. 

His comrades buried him next morning in a coral 
cemetery deep under the Waves. There they dug his grave 
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beside graves of others of their number, in the bed' of the 
sea, to be covered by the coral which grew all /ound that 
place. I went with them, and when we were back on 
board, and had changed out of our diving-suits, I spoke 
to the captain. 

“So you have buried your friend in the coral cemetery?” 

“Yes, forgotten by the world, but noj: by us. We dig the 
grave, and the polyps seal the tomb for eternity.” He hid 
his face in his hands, then went on, “That is our quiet 
graveyard, a hundred feet under the surface of the waves!” 

“Your dead sleep in peace. Captain, out of the reach of 
sharks!” 

“Yes,” he answered gravely, “of sharks and men.” 


CHAPTER XXII 

THE PEARL-DIVER AND THE SHARK 

At four o’clock next morning I was called by the steward. 
I was to take part in a trip to the pearl fisheries which the 
captain had proposed. I dressed quickly and found the 
captain in the gallery. 

“Are you ready, Mr. Aronnax?” 

“Yes, I’m ready. Should we put on our diving-suits?” 
“Not yet. I didn’t want to bring the ship too far in, so 
we’ll take the boat, then we shan’t have such a long 
journey on foot.” 

We found Ned and Counsel on deck, in great excite¬ 
ment about the trip. The boat was manned by the cox¬ 
swain and four rowers. We three with Captain Nemo sat 
aft, the moorings were slipped and we made towards the 
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land. It was still dark, 'the sky was overcast, and I could 
make out pothing of the land but an uneven line on,the 
horizon. The rowers made long, steady strokes, there was 
a slight swell. 

The’day broke suddenly, about six o’clock, and I could 
see land clearly, with a few trees here and there. At a sign 
from the captain the anchor was dropped, and the chain 
hardly ran out at all, since the bottom was scarcely a yard 
deep. 

“Here we are, then,” said the captain. “The pearl-fish¬ 
ing boats anchor in that bay over there. Now we’ll get 
into our diving-gear.” We four put on our suits with the 
help of the seamen, who were not coming with us. Before 
getting into my helmet, I asked the captain whether we 
should need the fiash lamps. 

“They wouldn’t be of any use,” he said. “We shan’t go 
deep, and the daylight will be enough. In any case, it’s 
not very wise to show bright lights in these waters, we 
might attract some nasty customers.” 

I looked at Ned and Counsel, but they had put on their 
helmets and were deaf and dumb, for all practical 
purposes. 

“What about our guns. Captain?” 

“Guns! What’s the use? Your mquntaineers take knives 
when they go after bears, and isn’t steel surer than lead? 
Here’s a good blade, stick it in your belt and we’ll be off.” 

Ned and Counsel were armed likewise, and Ned had 
taken a great harpoon as well. So I put on my helmet and 
we were all ready. The sailors helped us into the sea, one 
by one. We walked downhill and soon were under the 
surface. I found that my panic had left me, and I was very 
much interested in all I saw. We were in about fifteen feet 
of water, and could see quite clearly. There were all sorts 
of fascinating sea-creatures, including a giant crab, the 
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sort that can climla coconut treess shake down the nuts, 
and extract the kernels with its mighty claws. Here 
under the water it scuttled away with great spfced. 

* About seven o’clock we came at last to the oyster-bed. 
Millions of oysters clung to the rocks, attached by»brown 
tissues and unable to move. The shells are round and 
very rough outside, some of them were about six inches 
across. The captain pointed out this ihexhaustible mine, 
while Ned fell on the spoils and filled his ijet with shells. 

But we were not allowed to linger. The captain led us 
pn by paths known to him alone, between rocky pin¬ 
nacles, where monstrous crayfish lurked in crevices, look¬ 
ing at us with staring eyes, till we came to a huge cave. 
He led the way through the rocky entrance. It seemed very 
dark inside at first, but after a few moments I could make 
out great natural pillars holding up the vaulted roof. 
We walked down a steep slope, and found ourselves in the 
bottom of a sort of well. There the captain stopped and 
pointed. 

I saw an enormous oyster, over six feet across, larger 
than the shell in the gallery of the Nautilus. It was growing 
dn a granite slab, developing alone in the calm waters of 
the cave. The captain evidently knew about this oyster, 
and had visited it before. The valves were half open, and 
he bent down and fix'ed his dagger between the shells to 
prevent them from closing, then with his, hand he raised 
the fringed beard. There, resting between the folds of 
fiesh, I saw a pearl the size of a coconut. It was exquisite 
■in form and colour, a jewel of inestimable price. In my 
excitement I stretched out my hand to touch and weigh 
it, but the captain stopped me, drew out his knife and 
let the two valves close. 

He left it there to grow year after year, and one day he 
would take it for his collection: It was certainly a museum 
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piece rather than a jewel, for no woman could have 
worn it. 

Wc camt away from the grotto, and wandered over'the 
oyster-bed. I had completely forgotten the possibility of 
danger For a time I was walking with my head above the 
surface. Counsel came up to me, and sticking his great 
swelled head close to mine, he winked at me through the 
glass. Then the ground sloped away again, and we were 
back in our clement—as the sea had now become for us. 
Suddenly the captain stopped, and signed to us to lie 
doggo close to him under a jutting rock. He pointed at 
something dark moving in the water. Sharks! I thought, 
but I was wrong, for it was a man, a Cingalese diver. I 
could see the bottom of his canoe a few feet above his 
head. I saw, too, the stone between his feet and the line 
linking him to the boat. When he was down he knelt and 
filled his net hastily with oysters pulled up at random, then 
he bobbed back to the surface, and a few minutes later 
dived again. 

He could not see us, for we were hidden in the shadow 
of the rock. Suddenly he started with horror and sprang 
up. A shadow appeared above the wretched man, it was a 
huge shark bearing down with gleaming eyes and open 
jaws. I was rooted to the ground with terror. The brute 
swept down, the Cingalese managed to throw himself 
clear of* the snapping teeth, but he did not avoid the tail, 
which knocked him flat on the ground. All this took only 
a few seconds. The shark turned on its back and was about 
to cut the man in two, when Captain Nemo sprang up 
and went for the monster, knife in hand. The shark, seeing 
this new enemy, turned towards him. The captain waited, 
and when the great fish attacked him he stepped nimbly 
aside and thrust the dagger into its belly. But that was not 
the end. 
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Blood rushed from the woun<f, Gaining the sea ihd, so 
tha,t I could see nothing. Then the water cleared and I 
caught a glimpse of the captain, hanging on*to one of 
the shark’s fins and with repeated knife-thrusts trying to 
find the creature’s heart. The frenzied brute lashed the 
water with its tail and I was almost thrown over by the 
eddies. I wanted to help, but I was still paralysed by 
horror and could not move. The captain fell to the ground, 
overthrown by the huge weight of the shark, which 
opened its jaws like a pair of monstrous shears. That would 
have been the end of him, but Ned Land rushed forward, 
quick as lightning, and thrust his harpoon deep into the 
monster’s side. The sea was a mass of blood, beaten into 
boiling surge by the death-throes of the shark, for Ned 
had driven home. 

The captain got up unharmed, went at once to the 
Cingalese, cut the cord which tied the stone to his feet, 
and taking him in his arms, swam with him to the surface. 
We all followed, and climbed into the diver’s boat. 

The captain was trying to revive the Cingalese. He had 
not been under water for long, but the blow from the 
shark’s tail might have killed him. Vigorous rubbing soon 
brought him back to life, however, and he opened his eyes. 
The poor man must have been terrified at the sight of 
the four great copper heads leaning over him. Th^n the 
captain drew from his pocket a little bag ofipearls, and put 
it into the diver’s hand. He took it in fear and trembling, 
thinking no doubt that we were creatures from another 
world. 

# 

Then we returned to our boat, and the sailors helped us 
out of our diving-kit. The captain’s first word was for the 
Canadian. 

“Thank you, Ned,” he sziid. 

“Tit for tat,” said Ned. “I owed you that.” 
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Thfc captain smiled slightly. “To the Nautilus” he said. 

The boat shot over the waves. A few minutes later, we 
came up against the hoadng corpse of the shark. I saw 
then that it was about twenty-five feet long, with a mouth a 
third vhe length of its body. While I watched it, a dozen 
living sharks appeared all round the boat, but they were 
not interested in us, for they threw themselves on the body 
and started tearing it to pieces. 

When we got back on board, I found myself wondering 
why the captain, who had cut himself off from the human 
race, should have risked his life to save the Cingalese. 
When I spoke of this to him, he answered, 

“That man comes from a downtrodden race, and while 
I live such men are my brothers.” 


CHAPTER xxiii 

THE RED SEA 

« 

During January 29 th, Ceylon sank below the horizon, 
and we were set on a course north-north-west through 
the maze of islands. We had travelled sixteen thousand two 
hundred and twenty miles, or seven thousand five hun¬ 
dred leagues since our starting point in the seas of Japan. 
We were heading for the Gulf of Oman, which leads into 
the Persian Gulf, from which there is no other oudet. I 
wondered where we were going, and though for my part I 
was happy to leave our course to the captain, this would 
not do for Ned. 

“If we go up the Persian Gulf,” he said, “we’ll only 
have to come out again.” ' 
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“Then we could visit the Red Sea,” I answered. ’ 

“Another dead end, since the Suez Canal is not cut yet, 
and even if it were, a mysterious ship like oifrs would 
never venture into its locks. We shan’t get to Europe that 
way.” 

“Perhaps by the Cape of Good Hope?” 

“Do you realise. Professor, that we’ve been prisoners for 
three months?” 

“I must say, Ned, I don’t feel like a prisoner. But if you 
can ever come to me and say, ‘Now’s our chance to 
•es.cape’, I’ll talk to you then.” 

We entered the Gulf of Oman, and stayed there aim¬ 
lessly for a few days, then on February 5 th ve went on, 
and came to Aden. I thought we should turn back, but we 
continued through the Straits of Bab-el-Mandeb, which 
lead into the Red Sea. We kept dived during the passage 
of the Straits, since the captain did not want to run into 
any English or French steamers on the lines from Suez to 
India, Australia, or the French possessions in the Far East. 

We made Qur way up the Red Sea, and there were 
plenty of new and exciting submarine wonders to be seen 
through the glass panels of the gallery. Particularly I 
noticed sponges of all shapes and sizes. 

On February 9 th I was on deck, when the captain 
appeared. I made up my mind to find out where w^were 
going next. He came up to me, and offeretj me a cigar. 

“Well, Professor, how do you like the Red Sea? Plenty 
to interest a naturalist, I think.” 

• “Certainly, Captain, and the Nautilus makes a splendid 
observation post. She’s an intelligent ship.” 

“Indeed she is, intelligent, brave, and invulnerable! 
She has no need to fear the terrible storms of the Red Sea, 
nor its currents, nor its reefs.” 

“Your ship is at least a huntfred years before her time, 
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Captain, it’s a pity that such a secret must die with its 
inventor!” The captain made no answer. Then he said, 
rather sthUy, 

“The Red Sea is so called because of the colour of its 
waters.” 

“All the same, it looks just like any other water to me.” 

“You get the colour towards the head of the gulf. Up 
there, I’ve seen it all red, like a lake of blood.” 

“And the .colour comes from microscopic algae, or sea- 
plants, I believe. So this isn’t the first time you’ve navi¬ 
gated these waters?” 

“No.” 

“Then tell me, have you found any traces of Pharaoh’s 
chariot wheels?” 

“No, and for a very good reason. The place where 
Moses crossed over with all his people is now so silted up 
with sand that camels can hardly get their legs wet, so 
you see the water is too shallow for the ship’s draught.” 

“A pity. And I suppose that even if the Suez Canal were 
finished, you would hardly want to risk the passage with 
your precious Mautilus?” , 

“I wonder.” He smiled. “But even if I can’t take you 
through the canal yet, you’ll be able to see the long moles 
of Port Said the day after tomorrow, when we shall be in 
the Mediterranean.” 

“In the Mediterranean!” I cried. 

“That surprises you?” 

“The Nautilus will have to go like the wind, to get 
round the Cape of Good Hope and into the Mediter¬ 
ranean by the day after to-morrow!” 

“Who said anything about the Cape of Good Hope?” 

“Well, the Nautilus can hardly sail on dry land over 
the isthmus . . .’ 

“What about underneath the isthmus?” 
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“Whatever do you mean?” 

He smiled again. “There’s a subterranean passage, 
which I have named the Arabian Tunnel. It opens bclpw 
Suez and comes out near Port Said.” 

“Good heavens! Did you discover it by chance?”* 

“Rather by common sense.” 

“Would it be tactless to ask you how j^ou found it?” 

“There’s no need for secrecy between men who are 
bound together for life.. I found it by watching the fishes, 
and I’m the only man who knows it. I noticed that there 
are ascertain number of fish of exactly the same kinds in 
both the Mediterranean and the Red Sea, and that set me 
thinking. If there were such a passage, it would have to 
run from the Red Sea northward, as the level is higher 
in the Red Sea. So I caught a great number of fish in the 
neighbourhood of Suez, ringed them round the tail with 
copper rings, and threw them back into the sea. Several 
months later, off Syria, ! caught some of my ringed fish, 
and proved my point. Then I looked for the tunnel with 
my Nautilus, found it, and risked the voyage. Soon you’ll 
know it too!” • 


CHAPTER XXIV • 

THE ARABIAN TUNNEL 

I TOLD Ned and Counsel about the tunnel, and Counsel 
was delighted, while Ned remained most doubtful. I was 
sitting with them on deck on February loth, the sea was 

deserted, and we talked of this and that while we watched 

' 0 

the misty Arabian coast. 
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Suddenly Ned poihted towards the sea, saying, “Do 
you see something there?” 

“No, Ned, but I haven’t got your eyes.” 

“There, starboard ahead! There’s something moving— 
some^sea-beast.” I could make out a long black body on 
the surface. 

“Are there whales in the Red Sea?” said Counsel. 

“Yes, indeed there are,” cried Ned, “but it’s not a 
whale, trust-me for that.” 

We were closer now to the creature, and I realised what 
it was. “It’s a dugong,” I cried. “A sort of sea-cow. 
They’re getting very rare.” 

Ned’s eyes gleamed. He was dying to get at it with his 
harpoon. “Gosh!” he said. “I’ve never killed one of 
those!” 

Then the captain came up on deck. He saw the dugong, 
and knew at once how Ned was feeling. 

“Well, Ned, you’re itching for your harpoon, aren’t 
you?” 

“You’ve said it. Captain.” 

“Go ahead, then.” Ned was overjoyed. “Only, I warn 
you, don’t miss it. It’s quite capable of turning on you and 
smashing the boat to bits. But you’re too old a hand to 
need a warning. Bring it in, and I’ll promise you a good 
dinner.” 

“They’re good to eat too?” said the harpooner. 

“Indeed they are, in Malay they are kept for royal 
banquets. In fact, they’re hunted so eagerly that they’re 
getting rare.” 

“Shouldn’t we preserve it, then, in the interests of 
science?” said Counsel. 

“Let him have his sport,” said the captain. At that 
moment, seven of the crew, silent and calm as u^ual, came 
up on deck. One carried'^a harpoon and line. The boat 
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was launched, the coxswain and the rowers took 'their 
places. Ned, Counsel and I sat aft. 

The captain wished us “Good hunting!” and We rowed 
towards the dugong, which lay sleeping on the water about 
two miles away. When we were a few cables from it, our 
speed slackened and we came on quietly. Ned went to the 
bows, harpoon in hand. The line was fastened to a small 
barrel which would float and show where* the animal went. 
It was a huge creature, about twenty feet long. The rowers 
rested on their oars, while Ned aimed his weapon. Sud¬ 
denly there was a whistling noise and the sea-cow dis¬ 
appeared. It looked as if the harpoon had only struck the 
water. 

“The devil!” cried the Canadian in fury. “Missed!” 

“It’s wounded,” I said, “see the blood. But the harpoon 
hasn’t stuck.” 

“My harpoon!” cried Ned. The men bent to their oars, 
the coxswain steering towards the floating barrel. When 
we had fished up the harpoon, we set off in pursuit of the 
dugong. From time to time it surfaced to breathe, and 
the wound must onl% have been slight, for its pace was 
terrific. Ned was raging mad, and swore horribly at the 
creature in English. 

The chase lasted for an hour, and I thought the quarry 
was going to get away, when it suddenly turnec^ and 
started to attack us. . 

“Look out!” cried Ned. The coxswain spoke to the men, 
no doubt warning them. The dugong stopped short twenty 
feet from the boat, sniffed the air, then hurled itself on us. 
We rocked violently and shipped a lot of water, but thanks 
to skilful handling we were not upset. Ned, clinging on 
with one hand, struck again and again with his harpoon. 
The beast had gripped the gunwale in its teeth and was 
hoisting the boat out of the waiter like a lion savaging a 
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goat.‘ We were all piled On top of one another, clinging on 
for dear life, but at last Ned managed to strike the animal 
to the heitrt. 

I heard its teeth grating on the armour-plating, and it 
sank,«dragging the harpoon with it. But soon the barrel 
bobbed up again, and a few minutes later the body ap¬ 
peared, floating on its back. The boat went after it and 
took it in tow, then we made for the submarine. They had 
to use powefful tackle to hoist the dugong on deck, it 
weighed five tons. The same day I ate several slices of the 
meat, which tasted very good, rather like beef. 

The next day we caught some; sea-swallows and about 
a dozen Nile ducks, which arc also very good to cat. 

We were nearing the head of the Red Sea, and in the 
distance I caught a glimpse of Mount Sinai. When we were 
off Tor, at six o’clock, I noticed the red colour in the water. 
Then night fell in a heavy silence, broken at times by the 
cry of a pelican or some night-bird, the sound of surf on 
the rocks or the distant beating of a paddle-steamer. 

From eight to nine we were submerged, then we sur¬ 
faced and I went up on deck. I was ^xcited by the thought 
of the tunnel, and I wanted a breath of fresh air. Soon I 
saw a faint light about a mile away. 

“It’s the Suez lightship,” said the captain’s voice, close 
beside me. “We’ll soon reach the tunnel now.” 

“It must be„rather tricky, finding the entrance?” 

“It is. I always take the wheel myself. Now we must go 
below, we’re going to dive, and we’ll surface in the 
Mediterranean.” 

I went down after him. The hatch was shut, the, tanks 
filled, and we dived to thirty feet. I was turning towards 
my cabin when the captain stopped me. 

“Would you like to come into the wheel-house with 
me?” 
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I was as excited as a'Schoolboy. W/e went to the central 
ladder. Half-way up, he opened a door, and we went for¬ 
ward albng the upper passage-way till we came to the 
wheel-house. It was about six feet square, rather like those 
on the Mississippi or Hudson River steamboats. The wheel 
was in the centre, and there were four portholes, one in 
each wall. It was dark inside, but soon I made out the 
helmsman, leaning over the wheel. Outside the sea was 
lit up by the lamp in its tower aft. 

“Now,” said the captain, “we must look for the tunnel’s 
mouth.” His orders were passed by electric signals to the 
motor-room. He pressed a switch, and our speed slackened 
considerably. 

I looked out at the sheer rock wall close beside us, while 
the captain kept his eyes on the compass, directing the 
helmsman. 

At ten-fifteen the captain took the wheel. A great black 
cavern opened before us, and the Nautilus plunged in. 
There was a rushing noise as the waters hurried down the 
slope of the tunnel. The Nautilus sped like an arrow down 
the stream, though the motors were running hard astern 
to counteract the rush as much as possible. 

The narrow rock walls were streaked and lined with 
light as the ship dashed by, my heart was beating violently. 

Ajt ten-thirty-five the captain handed over the wheel to 
the helmsman and turned to me. “The Mediterranean,” 
he said. 

In less than twenty minutes the Nautilus had passed 
under the isthmus of Suez. 
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THE ISLES OF GREECE 

a 

The next day, February 12 th, the Nautilus surfaced at 
dawn. I rushed up on deck. Three miles to southward I 
saw the vague outline of Port Said. About seven, Ned and 
Counsel came and joined me, after a quiet night’s sleep. 

“Well, what about this Mediterranean?” said the 
Canadian in a grumpy voice. 

“This is it,” I said. 

“What!” said Counsel, “last night. . .” 

“Last night, as ever was, we crossed the uncrossable 
isthmus in Several minutes.” 

“Don’t believe a word of it,” said Ned. 

“Stubborn as a mule,” I said. “Look south, there’s the 
Egyptian coast.” 

“So you say.” 

“Anyway, Ned, I was with the captain in the wheel- 
house while we went through the tunnel.” 

“Listen to that, Ned,” said Counsel. 

“Use your eyes, old chap, you can see the piers of Port 
Said running out into the sea.” Ned looked. 

“Well, I’ll be blowed,” he said at Izist, “so they are. I 
take off my hat to the captain. Now, that’§ all very fine, 
at last we can get down to business. There’s no-one about.” 

I knew what was biting him, and thought it best to let 
him get it off his chest. So we went and sat near the lamp, 
where there wzis less spray. 

“Now, Ned, let’s have it.” 

“Only this,” he said. “We’re in Europe, and before the 
captain takes it into his head to drag us off to the North 
Pole or back to the China seas, Idt’s get to hell out of here.*^ 
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I 'hated this talk. I ‘wks very happy on board, the strange 
character of the captain intrigued me and I was re-writing 
my book on the “Mysteries of the Sea” in the very heart of 
my subject. On the other hand, I had a duty to my 
mates. 

“I'ell me frankly, Ned, are you sorry that we ever 
came?” 

He thought for a minute, then answered, “Frankly, 
then, no, Fpi not sorry. I’m glad we’ve made this under¬ 
water trip, but I shall be very glad when it’s over. That’s 
my feeling.” 

“One day it will be over.” 

“Yes, but when and where?” 

“The captain is sure to let us go,” said Counsel, “when 
we’ve visited all the oceans of the world.” 

“I don’t agree,” I said. “He’ll never let us go, we know 
too much.” 

“What are you waiting for, then?” said the Canadian. 

Indeed, I only wanted to delay our cseape for six months 
or so, till I had seen all I wanted to see, bpt Ned was not 
to be put off. Counsel was no help,, he refused to take sides 
in the argument. At last I had to give in. 

“All right, Ned,” I said. “I agree with you that we 
ought to take the first opportunity to escape. There’s only 
one thing, we must be quite sure that the first attempt 
comes off. If it fails and we’ve given ourselves away, we’ll 
never get a second chance, and the captain will never 
forgive us.” 

“Agreed,” said Ned. “The first dark night, then, when 
the ship is near enough to the coasts of Europe.” 

“You’re planning to swim?” 

“If we’re near enough, and surfaced. If not, we’ll take 
the boat. I know how it works. The helmsman looks the 
other way, we’d be szifc Enough.” 
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“All right, Ned, it*s up to you."Let us know and aVc’II 
be with you.” I thought, however, that the captain would 
take s’pecial precautions to give us no chance to escape in 
theSe busy seas, and it seemed that I was right. The 
Nautilus kept submerged as much as possible, and stayed 
well away from land. When she surfaced, it was only to 
the level of the wheel-house. 

On February 14 th I wanted to watch the fish, but tlie 
shutters remained firmly closed. In disgust I went to look 
at the chart, and saw that we were approaching Crete. 
At the. time I sailed from America on the Abraham Lincoln, 
the people of the island had just risen in revolt against 
their Turkish overlords, but I had no idea v'hether the 
rising had been successful or not. Certainly the captain 
would know nothing, since he had no communication 
with the world. 

I found myself alone with him in the gallery that even¬ 
ing, but he was silent and moody, and I thought it better 
not to question him about the Cretan rising. Then he had 
the shutters opened, and paced from one window to an¬ 
other; watching the water. I spent my time taking notes 
of the many strange fishes. 

Suddenly a diver appeared in the water. He swam 
vigorously, sometimes surfacing to breathe, then diving 
again. I turned to the captain, who was at the other 
window. 

“A man!” I cried, “a shipwrecked sailor! Can’t we save 
him?” 

•The captain said nothing, but came to the window. The 
man came close and looked through the glass. To my 
utter astonishment the captain made him a sign. The 
diver waved in reply, then swam upwards and did not 
reappear. 

“Don’t worry,” said the captain. “It’s Nicholas, of Cape 
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Mafapan, called the Fish. He’s well known throughout 

the Cyclades. A bold diver! He lives in the water, and 

^ * 

knows all the islands from here to Crete.” 

“You know him, then?” 

“Why not?” The captain went to a safe standing by the 
port window of the gallery. On the floor near by I saw an 
ironbound case, with a brass plate on its lid bearing the 
ship’s name. Hd opened the safe, and I saw that it was 
filled with gold bars. My eyes were popping out of my 
head as the captain, taking no notice of me, began to pack 
the case with the gold bars, stowing them carefully till 
the box was full. 

He padlocked the case, and wrote on the lid an address 
in modern Greek characters. Then he pressed a button, 
four men appeared, and with much difficulty pushed the 
case out of the gallery. Then I heard them raising it up 
the iron ladder with hoisting tackle. The captain turned 
to me, 

“You were saying, Professor?” 

“I said nothing. Captain.” 

“Allow me, then, to wish you very good night;” He 
left the room. 

I went to my cabin, my head reeling with wild guesses. 
Surely there must be some connection between the appear¬ 
ance of the diver and the case of gold. Soon I felt that the 
ship was surfacing, then I heard steps on deck. The boat 
was being launched, I heard it bumping against the ship’s 
side, then there was silence. 

After two hours I heard the boat come back. More foot- 
steps overhead, the sound of the boat being screwed down, 
and the Nautilus dived. So the gold had been delivered to 
its address. 

The next day I told Ned and Counsel about the strange 
happenings of the night. *’ 
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“But where the devil does he get all those millions?’* 
said Ned. 

On February i6th we came out of the deep Basin be¬ 
tween Rhodes and Alexandria, passed round Cape Mata- 
pan, and left the Greek Islands behind us. • 


CHAPTER XXVI 

THROUGH THE MEDITERRANEAN 

We passed through the blue waters of the Mediterranean 
in forty-eiglit hours, so that I could see very little of that 
famous sea, with its orange groves, cactus and pines, and 
the rugged mountains on its shores. The captain himself 
did not appear once during those two days, and it seemed 
to me that the waters of that sea must be too full of 
memories and sorrows for him to linger there. 

Our speed was twenty-one knots, so poor Ned had to 
give up his escape plan. He could hardly hope to use the 
boat at that speed; it would have been like jumping off a 
moving train. Besides this, we remained submerged ex¬ 
cept at night, when we surfaced to renew the air, aiyi we 
navigated by instruments. • 

Counsel and I had to content ourselves with watching 
what fish we could, since we saw nothing of the land. We 
saw lampreys, sturgeons, tunny-fish, and many others, 
and among the sea mammals there were two or three 
sperm whales, some dolphins, and a dozen seals. 

We had to pass slowly over the great sub-marine barrier 
which stretches between Sicily and the coast of Tunis, 
where the continents of Europe and Africa were once 
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joined. When we we‘re over this bar, the Nautilus put on 
speed again, and dived right to the bottom of this deep 
stretch df sea. 

I 

There was little sub-marine life there, but many wrecks. 
As we drew near to the Straits of Gibraltar the number of 
rotting hulks lying on the sea-bed increased, as these nar¬ 
row waters have always been dangerous to shipping. But 
the Nautilus ran at great speed past these ruins. On 
February i8th, about three in the morning, we arrived at 
the Straits. 

The submarine dived deep and sped through. I'had a 
brief glimpse of the ruins of the ancient temple of Hercules, 
now sunken beneath the sea, then we were in the Atlantic 
Ocean. 


CHAPTER X-XVII 

VIGO BAY 

< 

When the submarine had passed through the Straits of 
Gibraltar, she made for the open sea. Then she rode on the 
surface, and we were able to take our dtdly strolls in the 
fresl\air again. 

I was on deck with Ned and Counsel. We saw the vague 
outline of Gape St. Vincent a dozen miles away, there was 
a fairly strong south wind, the sea had a heavy swell. 
There was too much water breaking over the.deck to be 
comfortable, so we went down again after a few mouthfuls 
of ozone. I went to my cabin, Counsel disappeared, but 
Ned followed me in. 

When the door was shut, he sat down and looked at me 
in silence. 
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“I know what you*feel, Ned, bift it wasn’t any good, we 
couldn’t leave the ship at that speed!” He said nothing, 
sitting there with tight lips and a frown on his brow. 
“Don’t take it to heart,” I went on. “We’re following the 
Portuguese coast. France and England lie beyond, where 
we shall easily find a refuge. We’re keeping in civilised 
waters, the chance is sure to come.” 

He still stared at me, then at last he spoke. 

“It’s for to-night,” he said. I was overcoijie, I didn’t 
know what to say. “We’d agreed to wait for a chance,” he 
went on. “This is our chance. This evening we shall be 
only a few miles from the Spanish coast. It will be dark. 
The wind’s blowing on shore. You gave me your word.” 

I still said nothing. He got up and came to lean over me. 

“To-night at nine o’clock. I’ve warned Counsel. The 
captain will be in his cabin, probably in bed. None of the 
crew will be able to see us. Counsel and I will go to the 
central ladder. You stay in the library and wait for my 
signal. The oars, mast and sail are in the boat, and I’ve 
even managed, to stow some rations. I have a spanner to 
unscrew the boat. Till, this evening, then.” 

“It’s a rough sea,” I said. 

“We’ve got to take some risk, it’s worth it. It’s a good 
boat. To-morrow we may be a hundred miles out. If we 
get any luck, we’ll be ashore by ten or eleven, otherwise, 
we’ll be in Davy Jones’s locker. See you Jo-night!^ He 
went out, leaving me in a turmoil. It was terribly sudden, 
no time to think or discuss. But Ned was right, we might 
never get so good a chance again. 

At that moment there was a loud whistling as the tanks 
filled up, and the Nautilus dived. I stayed in my cabin, I 
wanted to avoid the captain, feeling that I could not meet 
his eyes. 

I spent a miserable day, torri between the need to get 
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away while the going ^as good and my desire to go on 
with the voyage, to study the submarine life of the Atlantic 
and so complete my knowledge. Several times I went to 
the gallery, to look at the compass. The Nautilus was still 
keeping to Portuguese waters, heading north. As for 
luggage, I had only my notes. I had not seen the captain 
for some days, and I wondered whether in fact he did 
stay on board all the time. I knew now that he had still 
some friend^ on land. 

The day dragged out, minute by minute, but at last my 
dinner was brought to me, though I had little appetite. I 
left the table at seven—in two hours I must join Ned. I 
couldn’t keep still, but paced up and down in a fever, my 
heart beating wildly. 

I decided to make one last visit to the gallery. I had 
spent so many happy hours there, among its strange and 
beautiful treasures. As I wandered round the room, I 
found to my surprise that the door leading to the captain’s 
cabin was ajar. I drew back, but there was no sound, so 
I cautiously pushed the door open. The cabin was empty, 
I stepped inside. The room still lopked bare and severe, 
like a monk’s cell, but I saw some engravings hanging on 
the wall which I had not noticed on my last visit. They 
were the portraits of great men of history whose lives had 
been spent in the service of their fellow-men: Kosciusko, 
the foolish he^o; Daniel O’Connell, defender of Ireland; 
George Washington, founder of the United States; Abra¬ 
ham Lincoln, killed by the slave-owner’s bullet; and lastly 
John Brown, martyr to the cause of Negro freedom, hang¬ 
ing on his gallows. Were these portraits the clue to Cap¬ 
tain Nemo’s mystery? Was he the champion of oppressed 
peoples, the liberator of enslaved races? I thought he must 
have played some part in recent underground movements, 
or perhaps he was a hero* of the American Civil War. 
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The clock struck eight. I looked*aft the compass, we were 
still heading north, the log showed a moderate speed, the 
deptfi-gauge read sixty feet. Everything was in favour of 
Ned’s plan. 

I went back to my cabin and dressed myself wajrmly; 
sea-boots, otter-fur cap, tunic of seaweed fibre lined with 
sealskin. I was ready. Only the regular beat of the screw 
disturbed the silence. I listened in an stgony of suspense 
—^perhaps Ned would be found out. At a fe\Nr minutes to 
nine, I listened at the captain’s door. No sound. I left 
• niy cabin and went back to the gallery, which was dimly 
lighted and empty. I opened the door to the library. No- 
one there. I went to stand by the door whii h opened on 
the well of the central ladder, to wait for Ned’s signal. 

At that moment, the screw-beats slackened, then 
stopped. What was the matter? I could near nothing but 
the beating of my heart. Then came a slight bump as the 
Nautilus settled on the floor of the ocean. No signal from 
Ned. In sudden panic I thought of trying to find him, to 
get him to put off the escape. 

At that moment th^ door from the gallery opened, and 
the captain came in. 

“Ah, Professor,” lie said in a friendly tone, “I was look¬ 
ing for you. Do you know the history of Spain?” 

I was struck dumb. If I had been asked my own name 
at that moment, I couldn’t have answered. 

“Well,” he went on, “do you know the history of 
Spain?” 

• I pulled myself together. “Not very well,” I stammered. 

“Ah!” said he, “the ignorance of the learned! Come 
and sit down, and I’ll tell you a curious incident in Spanish 
history.” 

He stretched himself on a divan, and I went mechanic¬ 
ally and sat beside him, in the'half-light. 
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“Listen well,” he <savd, “this stoi*/ will give you the 
answer to a question you haven’t been able to solve.” 

“I’m listening, Captain,” I said, wondering whether he 
had found out our plan. 

Tl^en he told me a long story concerning the Wars of the 
Spanish Succession. The French under their king, 
Louis XIV, were in league with the Spanish against an 
alliance of England, Holland, and Austria. Money was 
needed for the war, and at that time Spain had very rich 
ptossessions m South America. A convoy of Spanish 
galleons, laden with gold and silver from the Indies, was on 
its way to Cadiz, escorted by twenty-three French war¬ 
ships under a certain admiral. The admiral found out that 
Cadiz was blockaded by the English fleet, and wanted 
to take the treasure into a French port. But the Spanish 
captains protested, and finally the admiral agreed to make 
for the bay of Vigo, on the north-west coast of Spain, which 
was not blockaded. For one reason and another, the tin¬ 
loading of the galleons in Vigo Bay was delayed so long 
that the Enghsh fleet had time to sail round after them. 
There was a fierce battle, but the French fleet was out¬ 
numbered. When the French admiral saw that the batde 
was lost, he ordered the convoy to be fired and scuttled 
rather than that the treasure should fall into the hands of 
the enemy. So the galleons sank in Vigo Bay with all their 
treastire on board. 

The captain finished his story. For the life of me, I 
couldn’t see much point in it. 

“Well?” I said. 

“Well, Mr. Aronnax, we’re in Vigo Bay now, and you 
may see for yourself.” He got up and I followed him into 
the dark gallery, where the shutters had been opened. The 
sea-bed was lit up round the ship, showing the sandy 
bottom. Men of the crew in diving-gear were digging out 
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half-rotten barrels 5.nd broken ^ases from among’ the 
blackened wrecks of ships. From between the shattered 
staves ingots of gold and silver spilled out, with showers 
of doubloons and jewels. The sand was strewn with them. 
The men, laden with their precious loot, returned to the 
ship, unloaded and went back to their task. 

I understood at last. Here, where the galleons had sunk, 
the captain came to fill his treasure-cheats. He had made 
himself heir to the gold of the Incas. 

He turned to me with a smile. “Did you know there was 
so much wealth in the sea?” he said. “Now you can under¬ 
stand how I have become a millionaire.” 

“Yes,”’ 1 answered, “I sec it all now. But it’s a pity that 
so much wealth should lie idle, when if it were shared out 
it could do-so much good to the poor people of the world.” 

The captain looked at me in hurt surprise. “Idle!” he 
said indignantly. “Do you suppose that this treasure is 
lost’, when I am the collector of it? Do you really believe 
I give myself so much trouble for my own profit? Why 
should you think I don’t put it to good use? Do you think 
I don’t know that n^en suffer, that peoples arc down- 
trddden on the earth, that there are unhappy creatures 
to comfort, victims to avenge? Don’t you understand 
yet . . .?” He broke off short. 

But I had understood at last. I knew now to whom he 
had sent that case of gold, when the Nautilus sailed in the 
waters of rebellious Crete. 
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A VANISHED CONTINENT 

r 

The next morning, February 19 th, Ned came into my 
cabin, and indeed I had been expecting him. He was very 
downcast. 

“Well, Ned, our luck was out last night.” 

“Why did that damned captain have to stop just then?” 

“He had business with his bank-manager.” I told Ned 
what had happened, and he was extremely put out when 
he realised what a chance he had lost of feathering his nest. 

“Well,” he said, “we’ll get away yet! One harpoon 
stroke missed, that’s all. Another time—perhaps this 
evening . . .” 

“Where are we heading now?” 

“I don’t know.” 

“Well, we’ll find out the bearing, at noon.” Ned left 
me, and when I was dressed I went into the gallery. Our 
course was south-south-west, we were leaving Europe 
astern. 

Towards noon I went up on deck, where I found Ned. 
There was no land in sight, only a few sails on the horizon, 
the sky was overcast. Ned, inwardly raging, was trying to 
pierde the misty distance, to see the land he longed for. 

At noon the sun came out for a few moments, and the 
first officer took a bearing. Then the weather drove us 
down again. An hour afierwards 1 looked at the chart, and 
found that we were in longitude 16 degrees 17 minutes 
and latitude 33 degrees 22 minutes, hundreds of miles 
from the nearest coast. No possibility now of escape. For 
my part I was not sorry, for I could get on quietly with my 
work. » 
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At eleven that evening I was surprised by a visit from 
the captain. He asked me most graciously if I were tired 
from the night before, and when I said no, he Went on, 

“Then would you like to join me in rather a curious 
excursion? You haven’t been on a visit to the sea-bed by 
night yet, will you come?” 

“I should be delighted.” 

“Very well, then, we’ll get into diving-kit.” 

I found that we were going alone. We were provided with 
iron-tipped sticks, but no torches, and when I asked why, 

■ the captain said, “We don’t need them.” This surprised 
me, but he had put on his helmet, and I followed suit. 
Soon we were on the sea-bed, nearly a thousand feet down. 

It was almost midnight. The water was black as pitch, 
but the captain pointed out a reddish gleam. I had no idea 
what it was, but it served as a beacon, and we made 
directly towards it. 

The sea-bed sloped upwards, and the going was sticky 
at first, then the ground grew stony. My feet often slipped 
on carpets of seaweed, but the stick helped me to keep 
my balance. Turning my head, I saw the submarine’s 
lamp growing faint in the distance. 

The stones on which we were walking seemed to be 
laid in a regular pattern, and sometimes I felt myself 
walking on a litter of bones which crackled undfr my 
leaden soles. Meanwhile the beacon fire grew brighter. I 
was mystified by this light under the sea, and wondered 
whether by some strange chance it could be the work of 
tnan. Might there indeed be towns under the sea, as the 
captain had wished? So many wonders had happened to 
me in the last months that I almost believed it possible. 

The light was now seen to be coming from the top of a 
hill, but I realised that what we could see was a reflection 
in the water, the source of the'’iight was over the hill-top. 
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It was one o’clock in* tile morning when we reached the 
lowest slopes, and the path led through a great wood- 

It was indeed a wood, of petrified trees, leafless, sapless, 
with giant pines towering here and there. It was like a 
coal-mine standing upright, the roots still clinging to the 
soil, the branches outlined against the surrounding water, 
with fishes swimming through them. The paths were thick 
with seaweed, and sea-creatures hid in the crannies of the 
rocks and fallen trees. I followed my guide, who knew the 
paths, and saw to the right and left great clearings which 
seemed to show the hand of man. 

The trees ended about a hundred feet below the moun¬ 
tain top, which appeared only as a dark mass against the 
light behind it. We went on up the rough rocky slope, 
shoals of fish swam away like startled birds, and in the 
deep caverns I heard the noise of fearsome creatures 
stirring. Sometimes a pair of huge antennae barred my 
way, or I heard the noise of a- monstrous pincer-claw 
snapping shut beneath my feet. The dark places bristled 
with thousands of shining points, they were the eyes of 
huge lobsters and gigantic crabs,, their scuttling claws 
scraping like steel nails. Horrible squids waved their ten¬ 
tacles in the gloom. 

Captain Nemo went calmly on amongst these monsters, 
which held no terrors for him, till we came to the hill-top. 
There new wopders met my eyes, for the place was strewn 
with ruined buildings, the work of man. I could make out 
the vague shapes of palaces and temples, all overgrown 
with sea-anemones and weeds. What could be thje meaning 
of it all? What part of the world had sunk under the sea, 
and what men had built these monuments? 

I was wild with curiosity, and seized the captain’s arm. 
But he shook his head, and waved me yet farther onwards. 
There was a still higher suVnmit, and in a few minutes we 
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were standing on the topmost pofhf of all. Now I saw the 
souffe of the beacon-light we had followed, for about 
fifty feet below us was a volcanic crater, belching torrents 
of* red-hot lava. There were no flames, for flames need 
oxygen, but the glowing lava overflowed in streams to 
the foot of the mountain, steaming through the water. 

A vast plain stretched away under the mountain, lit up 
by the burning lava. There lay a ruined' city, its roofs and 
temples thrown down, its heavy pillars lying ojj the ground. 
Farther away were the remains of a great aqueduct, and 
the lelics of a port which had once sheltered the merchant 
ships and war-galleys of a vanished people. Where were 
we? I lohged to know at any price, and I tiled to tear off 
my helmet. But the captain stopped me. He picked up a 
piece of chalky stone, and on a rock of black basalt he 
wrote the word, “Adantis”. 

Then I knew. We were standing on the ruins of the 
ancient fabled continent, beyond the Pillars of Hercules. 
It had been inhabited by a powerful .nation who fought 
against the ancient Greeks, and th,en, in a night and a day, 
it had sunk under thye sea during a terrible earthquake. 
Only the highest peaks of its mountains still remain for 
us as Madeira, the Azores, the Cape Verde Islands. 

I dreamed of the ancient glory of this race, and I longed 
for time to explore the ruined cities. While I feasted my 
eyes on this sU-ange landscape. Captain J^emo, leaning 
against a weed-grown column, stood silent and motionless, 
as if turned to stone. 

• We stayed in that place for an hour, while the volcano 
rumbled under our feet, and the echoes trembled through 
the water. Then the moon appeared through the sea and 
shed a few pale rays on the submerged continent. The 
captain turned to go, with a last glance over the plain, 
and signed to me to follow hird. 
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We went quickly dowii the hillside.‘'When we had come 
through the wood, I saw the lamp of the Mautilus shining 
like a star. The captain walked straight ahead, and we 
were back on board as the first whiteness of dawn streaked 
the seji. 


CHAPTER XXIX 

THE SARGASSO SEA 

» 

The submarine was still running south. During that day 
we passed through a strange part of the ocean. The main 
current of the Gulf Stream, as eveiy^one knows, flows 
northwards from Florida round the British Isles towards 
Spitzbergen. There is, however, a secondary current which 
crosses the Atlantic towards the Azores and the African 
co£ist, then turns round ^on itself in a long oval and flows 
back towards the West Indies. Thip sort of lake in mid¬ 
ocean, surrounded by the warm current, is known as the 
Sargasso Sea. It is a great bed of floating weed, carried 
there by the Gulf Stream, and so dense that ships are 
unable to make their way through it. The submarine kept 
some yards bejow the surface while we were crossing it, 
so that the screw should not become entangled in the weed. 
We saw floating tree-trunks above us, and parts of wrecks, 
waterlogged keels and spars all overgrown with barnacles. 

For the whole day of February 22 nd we passed under 
the mass of weed, and saw many fish feeding there. The 
next day the sea was normal again. 

For the following nineteen days, that is from Febru¬ 
ary 23 rd to March 12 th, tSie Nautilus was running in the 
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middle of the Atlantic, with a coilsttint speed of a hundred 
leag;ues every twenty-four hours. I believed that the cap¬ 
tain was intending to return to the South Pacific via Cape 
Horn; no happy prospect for Ned, for in those great spaces 
of sea with hardly any islands it was hopeless to think of 
escape. Counsel and I began to lose courage too, and to 
think it unlikely that we should ever see our friends and 
our old life again. 

While we were running south I saw very little of the 
captain. I knew he was working, for I often found books 
left open in the library. Sometimes at night I heard the 
melancholy strains of his organ, which he played with 
great feeling, while his ship slept in the deserts of ocean. 

For a great part of this voyage we ran on the surface. 
There were very few ships to be seen, only now and then a 
schooner bound for India, making for the Cape of Good 
Hope. One day we were chased by a whaler’s boats which 
no doubt took us for a great whale, but we dived to avoid 
them. I think Ned was disappointed that our steel fish was 
not struck to. the death by one of their harpoons. 

Counsel and I obsfirved the sea creatures, as usual, and 
sometimes schools of dolphins followed us for days. There 
were also pretty flying fishes, with luminous mouths, which 
at night made loops of fire in the air, then fell back into 
the dark water like shooting stars. 

On March 13 th the Nautilus made experiments in deep 
diving which I found most interesting. We were then in 
latitude 54 degrees 37 minutes south by longitude 37 de¬ 
grees 53 minutes west, where the ocean bed is known to be 
extremely*deep. Captain Nemo decided to dive as deep 
as he could, and the shutters in the gallery were left open, 
so that we could see anything there was to be seen. There 
was no question of diving merely by filling the tanks, we 
had to use the hydroplanes dnd drive downwards on a 
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long diagonal with the htmost powe/ of the screw. The 
hydroplanes were set at an angle of forty-five degrees,, the 
motors ran. full ahead, and we dived. The captain and I 
watched the depth-gauge; soon we had passed through 
the zone of the deep-sea fishes. After an hour we had 
reached a depth of 3300 fathoms, and were still diving. 

At about 7500 fathoms, I saw dark mountain-tops rising 
in the water, but th^se might be peaks like the summits of 
the Himalayi^s or the Alps, or even higher, and the depth 
of the valleys remained unknown. 

The J^autilus went still deeper, in spite of the terrific 
pressure. I felt the armour plates straining, the joints 
warping under the force of the water. The ship was a 
miracle of engineering or she would have split like a nut. 
As we passed the slopes of these rocky summits I still saw 
a few shells, but by 8300 fathoms all life had ceased. The 
ship wzis then bearing a pressure of 1600 atmospheres, 
that is 24000 pounds to every square inch of her surface. 

“What a fantastic situation!” I cried. “To sink into 
these depths where no man has ever ventured before! 
What a pity that we can keep nothing of them but the 
memory!” 

“Would you like to take back something better than 
that?” said the captain. “We can take a photograph, if 
you like.” He called, and a camera was brought in. The 
water was brilliantly lit through the windows, the sun 
could not have given a better light. The Nautilus was 
brought to a standstill by the skilful manoeuvring of her 
screw and the hydroplanes, the camera was focused on the 
ocean depth, and an exposure was taken. 

The negative came out very well, it was possible to see 
those rocks and caves and the whole extraordinary under¬ 
water landscape. 

Then the captain turned Tto me and said, “Let’s surface 
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again, the ship has* been exposed fo this'pressure for long 
enojagh. Hold hard!” 

• I was wondering why he had warned me wlfen 1 found 
myself flat on the floor. At the captain’s order the ship 
shot upwards like a cork. In four minutes she travelled the 
four leagues to the surface, leapt into the air like a flying- 
fish, and fell back with a splash like a cloudburst. 


CHAPTER XXX 

THE ICEPACK 

The southward voyage continued. Was the captain 
making for the South Pole? Surely not, for all attempts so 
far to reach it had failed. The season was very late too, for 
March 13th in the Antarctic is the beginning of the 
equinoctial period. , 

On March 14th I saw floating ice at latitude 55 degrees. 
The submarine was surfaced, and on the south horizon 
was a brilliant white band, which whalers call the “ice¬ 
blink”. It shows the presence of pack-ice. Ned had hunted 
in the Arctic seas, and was familiar with icebergs, but 
Counsel and I had never seen them before. We were 
thrilled by these great blocks of ice, shining with green and 
violet lights, with sea-birds resting on them in their 
'thousands. 

As the floating ice grew thicker, the captain often stood 
beside the helmsman, steering the ship with great skill 
through narrow channels. It was very cold, the thermo¬ 
meter stood at several degrees below zero, but we were 
warmly dressed in furs from flie seal and the polar bear. 

”5 



20,000 LEAGUES UNDER tIiE SEA 

I ^ 

Inside the ship, the air was kept warm by the heating 
system. 

On March 16th about eight in the morning we crossed 
the Antarctic Circle. There was ice all round us, but the 
captain managed to find a way through. 

“But where’s he going?” I said. 

“Straight ahead,” said Counsel. “After all, he’ll have to 
stop when he can’t go any farther.” 

“I wouldn’/; count on that!” 

And indeed I found this polar expedition exciting. The 
ice took mysterious and ever-changing shapes, and when 
the bergs turned over the ship was tossed as if by a hurri¬ 
cane. Sometimes I thought we were imprisoned in the ice, 
but always the captain spied out veins of pale blue water 
along which we could make our way. At last, however, on 
March 15th our way was completely blocked. The pack- 
ice had turned into a close-knit icefield. Then the captain 
threw his Nautilus against the mass like a battering-ram, 
and the sharp prow cut a channel, while the broken ice 
crashed round us, shoot;; ng into the air and falling like 
hail. Sometimes the ship rose on rtop of the ice and 
crushed it, sometimes by pitching she split it into great 
rents. 

During those days, there were violent squalls and heavy 
fogs, and sometimes the snow froze so hard on deck that it 
had to be chipped off with picks. When the temperature 
fell five degrees below zero, all the exposed parts of the 
ship were coated with ice. As we drew still southward, the 
magnetic pole threw the compass needle out, and it 
wavered like a mad thing. * 

Then at last, on March i8th, the Nautilus found herself 
definitely imprisoned in the ice. There was no way of 
escape, there was a solid barrier of impenetrable ice before 
us, and it was the same astern, for the ice had closed after 
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our passage. The suh came out'fd^ ar short time about noon, 
and the captain was able to take a fadrly good bearing, 
which showed our position as longitude 51 degrees 30 
niinutes by latitude 67 degrees 39 minutes south. 

We lay, surrounded by ice, and all noise seemed tp have 
been frozen too. Already the young ice was forming round 
the ship, and if she stayed there motionless for long she 
would soon be frozen solid into the mas^. Then the captain 
came up on deck. 

“Well, Professor, what do you think of the situation?” 

“I’m afraid we’re stuck, Captain.” 

“You always take such a gloomy view. You see nothing 
but difficulties. I tell you, the Nautilus wiU free herself, 
and will go even farther!” 

“Farther south?” 

“Yes, to the Pole!” 

“To the Pole!” I-stammered. 

’“Yes, to the South Pole. You know my ship will go 
wherever I wish.” 

It occurred to me then to ask him whether he had 
perhaps already discpvered the f*ole. 

' “Not yet. We’ll discover it together. I’ve never been so 
far south, but we’ll succeed where others have failed.” 

“I should like to believe you,” I said rather sarcastically. 
“Give wings to your Nautilus, fly over the ice to the 
Pole!” • 

“Not over the ice,” he said calmly, “under it.” I gasped. 
“I see we’re beginning to understand one another,” he 
• went on with a half-smile. “You already see how it can 
be done. Sf there’s land at the Pole, the Nautilus will stop, 
but if it’s open sea, she’ll go right to the Pole!” 

“Yes, of course, the sea can’t freeze very deep on 
account of its density.” 

“And as these ice cliffs are not above three hundred 
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feet high, they can’t be irtore than nine? hundred feet deep, 
as there’s always three-quarters of an iceberg below the 
surface. Well, what’s nine hundred feet to the Mautilus?” 

“What, indeed?” 

“Th/i only difficulty will be that we shall probably have 
to stay submerged for several days without renewing our 
air.” 

“No difficulty £tt all,” I said, “you have vast reserve 
tanks of compressed air.” 

“Good, very good. Professor. Now, so that you can’t 
accuse me of foolhardiness, I’ll tell you all my doubts in 
advance.” 

“Have you still any doubts?” 

“Only one. Suppose there is sea at the South Pole, and 
it’s frozen solid, we may not be able to surface!” 

“Have you forgotten that the Nautilus has a steel spur 
fitted to her bows, and can’t she be driven up through the 
ice?” 

“Well, you’re outdoing me in rashness now!” He called 
his first officer, and they spoke quickly together in their 
language. ^ 

When I told Counsel of the captain’s plan, he took it all 
quite calmly, but with Ned it was a different story. 

“You and your Captain Nemo,” he said, “you make me 
cry!” 

“Bu\ we’re going to the Pole, Ned.” 

“Maybe, but you won’t come back.” So he went to his 
cabin, to stop himself doing a mischief, he said. 

In the meantime, preparations were made for the bold 
attempt. The high-powered pumps stored air under pres¬ 
sure in the tanks. Ten men of the crew climbed on to the 
hull and hacked the ship clear of the ice with picks, which 
did not take long, for the young ice was still thin. Then the 
captain ordered the deck to* be cleared for diving. I threw 
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a last glance at tht* daylight and went below. The tanks 
were filled with water, and the Nautilus dived. 

. I went into the gallery with Counsel. We watched the 
nfiedle of the depth-gauge as it moved round the dial. At 
about 900 feet, as the captain had predicted, we ^oated 
under the wavy surface of the ice. But the ship dived still 
deeper, till she reached 2400 feet. 

“We shall get through!” said Counsd. 

“I think we shall!” 

Now that she could move freely, the Nautilus was set 
directly for the Pole. She should reach it in forty hours, if 
she kept up her speed of twenty-two knots. We stayed for 
some time in the gallery, looking out at the lighted sea, 
but there were no fish in those imprisoned waters. 

The next day, March 19th, at five in the morning, I 
went back to the gallery. The electric log showed that the 
Nautilus had slackened speed, she was coming up towards 
th’e surface. There was a bump as she hit the bottom of the 
ice-bank. The depth-gauge read 3000 feet, which meant 
that there were 4000 feet of ice above us, of which 1000 
wefe above the surface of the sea. The ice was therefore 
higher than it had been when we dived, not a comforting 
thought. 

Several times that day the ship tried the same experi¬ 
ment, and once or twice I noticed that the ice was even 
thicker. However, at eight in the evening, the ide was 
found to be getting thinner—between 12 and 15 hundred 
feet. This was something, but it was still a terrible thick¬ 
ness. The air supply should have been renewed four hours 
before, it .was very stuffy, but still bearable. I got up 
several times in the night to find out how we were getting 
on, and at three there were only 150 feet between us and 
the surface. I stayed by the depth-gauge, which showed 
that we were gradually climbing, until at six in the 
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morning the door of gallery opexlhdy and the captain 
came in. 

I r 

“The open sea!” he said. 


■ CHAPTER XXXI 

THE SOUTH POLE 

I RUSHED up on deck, and filled my lungs with long 
draughts of cold fresh air. The seal Only a few scattered 
icebergs, and the clear water stretching away in the 
distance. The air was filled with birds and the sea with 
fish swimming in the green water, the temperature was 
three degrees below zero. It was like spring after the long 
imprisonment under the terrible ice, which stretched away 
in the distance astern. 

“Are we at the Pole?” I asked in excitement. 

“I don’t know,” said the captain.^“At noon I shall take 
a bearing, if the mist lifts.” 

Ten miles to the southward lay an islet, which we 
reached in an hour. We sailed round it, and found that it 
was separated by a narrow channel from a considerable 
stretch of land. This might well be the continent which 
explorers have supposed to lie at the South Pole. 

The Ncaitilus stopped three cables from the shore, and 
the boat was launched. The captain, two of the crew 
carrying the instruments. Counsel and I tookcour places 
in the boat. I hadn’t seen Ned, who was keeping out of the 
way. We reached the land, and Counsel was about to 
jump out when I stopped him. 

“it’s for you to set foot first on this land. Captain,” I said. 
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“Yes, and I’ll dd so willingly* Since no human being 
has ever set foot here before.” He leapt ashore and 
climbed to the top of a little headland, and thera, standing 
with folded arms, he seemed to take possession of this 
antarctic land. , 

After a few minutes he called to us to follow. Counsel 
and I stepped ashote and wandered round the island. The 
ground was volcanic, there were few jSlants but lichens, 
but there was plenty of life, especially in the air. There 
were thousands of birds of different kinds, wheeling above 
Qur heads, and penguins crowded on the rocks, watching 
us pass without fear. 

But the mist did not lift. I went to find the captain, 
and came upon him leaning on a rock, looking gloomily 
at the sky. Noon arrived without a sign of the sun, and 
the mist changed into snow. 

He started to make for the boat. “We’ll try again 
to-morrow,” he said. . 

The snowstorm lasted all that day, but by the next day 
it had stopped, and the weather looked a little clearer. 
Counsel and I went ,on shore at eight, and had another 
interesting scramble. We went further afield this time, and 
found a colony of seals, which looked at us with their 
great soft eyes and were not a bit afraid of us, since they 
had never seen men before. Later on we found a herd of 
walrus, bellowing with joy as they played together on the 
shore. 

It was drawing near to noon, and I wanted to watch the 
captain take his bearing, if he could, though I very much 
feared the •sun would not show itself that day either. We 
walked back towards the submarine, and found the 
captain on shore with his instruments. But we were un¬ 
lucky again, for noon passed without the sun piercing the 
clouds. The next day, March 4 1 st, would be the equinox, 
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and therefore the last chafhce of finding out where we were. 
For the sun would be visible for the last time to-morrow, 
before disappearing below the horizon for the six months’ 
polar night. 

Whpn I mentioned this to the captain, he said, “True 
enough. Professor, but if the sun does appear at noon 
to-morrow, it will be very easy to take our bearings.” 

“How then?” ' 

“I need only use my chronometer. If to-morrow at 
noon, the sun’s circle, allowing for refraction, is cut 
exactly in two by the north horizon, it will mean that I am 
at the South Pole.” 

The next day the weather looked a little better: I went 
ashore in the morning; I wanted to take Ned with me, but 
he refused to come, preferring to stay brooding in gloomy 
silence in his cabin. Perhaps it was just as well, as the 
sight of all those seals would have been too much for him. 

The Xautilus had moved several miles out to sea in the 
night, so that we had a longer trip in the boat. I saw many 
whales, gathered in these calm waters to escape the pitiless 
whalers. , 

When we landed at nine, the sky was lifting. The 
captain made for a hill which was to serve as his observa¬ 
tory. The ground was rough with broken lava and pumice, 
and sulphurous smoke jetted up from blow holes. The cap¬ 
tain lAight be unused to walking on land, but he climbed 
that hill like a chamois-hunter, leaving me far behind. 

From the hill-top we looked out over the great sea 
stretching to the north horizon, with snowfields at our 
feet, and overhead a clear, pale sky. To the north, the disc 
of the sun was already cut by the horizon. 

The captain took a careful observation of the height by 
means of the barometer, for he would have to make allow¬ 
ance for it. At a quarter to twelve, the sun, then seen only 
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by refraction, showed like a gold disc and shed its last rays 
over the deserted continent. The captain watched through 
a ; 5 pecial glass, which corrected the refraction means of 
a mirror, while the sun sloped downwards under the 
horizon. I held the chronometer, my heart beating wildly. 
If the sun showed as a half-circle exactly at noon, we were 
at the Pole. 

“Noon!” I cried. 

“The South Pole,” replied the captain gravely, handing 
me the telescope. I saw the half-circle of the sun over the 
horizon. Then its last rays touched the heights and the 
shadows advanced up the hillsides. 

The captain put his hand on my shoulder. 

“Since the year 1600,” he said, “explorers of all the 
seafaring nations have been trying to find the Pole. Now 
I, Captain Nemo, this 21st March 1868, have reached the 
SQUth Pole, and I take possession of this part of the earth’s 
surface equal to a sixth of the recognised continents.” 

“In whose name. Captain?” 

‘Tn my own name, sir!” Withithese words, he unfurled 
and planted a black fiag with an N in gold embroidered on 
it.' Then turning towards the last rays of the sun, he spoke: 

“Farewell, sun! Sink under this free ocean, and let the 
six months’ night fall on my new domain!” 


CHAPTER XXXII 

IMPRISONED IN THE ICE 

The next morning at six the Nautilus made ready to leave 
her anchorage. It was very cold, the stars shone brilliantly, 
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among them the Southern Cross. The wind rose, and it 
looked as if the water were about to freeze over. The tanks 
were filled, and the submarine dived slowly. She made for 
the north at a depth of a thousand feet, and towards 
evening, she was already under the ice. 

About three in the morning I was awakened by a 
violent shock. I rolled out of bed and made my way into 
the gallery, lighted as usual from the ceiling. There I found 
everything topsy-turvy, furniture overturned, pictures on 
the port side hanging away from the wall. The ship was 
evidently lying with a strong list to starboard, and ijuite 
still. I heard a confused noise of voices outside, but the 
captain did not appear. Then Ned and Counsel rushed in. 

“What’s happened?” I asked them. 

“That’s what we were going to ask,” said Counsel. I 
saw from the depth-gauge that we were a thousand feet 
below the surface. 

We stayed in the gallery, Ned raging and fuming as 
usual. After some time the captain came in, looking rather 
anxious. He consulted the instruments, then stood looldng 
at the globe. He turned towards me, and I asked him, “A;n 
incident, Captain?” 

“No, an accident this time,” he answered. He told me 
that an iceberg, turning over, had hit the submarine, then, 
floating upwards, had raised the ship with it so that she 
was now lying on her side on the berg. The crew were at 
that moment trying to free the ship by emptying her tanks. 
She was indeed rising, as the depth-gauge showed, but 
the ice was rising with her. It was certainly an anxious 
moment, for if nothing stopped the iceberg the ship 
would be crushed between it and the bottom of the ice¬ 
pack. 

The captain kept his eyes on the depth-gauge. The ship 
had risen a hundred and fifty feet since the collision, but 
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she was still lying »9n a list. SuAienly there was a slight 
movement through the hull, she was righting herself. The 
floor and the walls gradually came back to normal, in 
teh minutes wc were on an even keel. 

“A narrow escape!” said Counsel. 

“Don’t speak too soon!” said Ned. 

Then the shutters opened, and wc all looked through 
the windows. We were indeed floating, but ten yards away 
from either beam there was a dazzling wall of ice. Above 
us was the pack-ice, below us the iceberg, which as it 
floated upwards had become wedged between the walls of 
a crevice in the pack-ice. We were therefore floating in a 
narrow tunnel of water surrounded by ice ci'. all sides. We 
should no doubt be able to get out at one or the other end 
of the tunnel, and go on with our voyage some hundred 
feet lower down. 

In the meantime we looked at the brilliant spectacle on 
either side of us. The ice under the rays of the lamp shone 
with the most incredible colours, like sapphires, emeralds 
and diamonds blazing in glory. 

“How beautiful!” cried Counsel. 

'.“Yes,” I said, “it’s a wonderful sight, isn’t it, Ned?” 

“Yes, curse it,” answered Ned, “it is, it’s superb. I hate 
to say it, but I’ve never seen anything so magnificent in 
my life. But depend on me, we’ll pay for this, the Lord 
never meant us poor mortals to see such sights as this.” 

Unfortunately it seemed Ned was right. Suddenly 
Counsel cried out, clapping his hands to his eyes. 

“I’m dazzled,” he gasped, “blinded!” I looked at the 
window inispite of myself, and in a moment I was blinded 
too. The Nautilus was now going ahead, and the ice-walls 
had turned into streaks of dazzling light. Then the shut¬ 
ters were closed, but it was some time before our eyes 
recovered. • 
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At five in the morning there was a»slight shock ahead, 
and I realised that the ship must have struck a block of 
ice. Then ,she started to reverse. 

“We’re going backwards!” said Counsel. 

“I suppose the tunnel is closed ahead, so we shall have 
to get out astern. That’s all.” But I didn’t feel quite as 
confident as I sounded. 

The ship went astern till at eight-twenty-five there was a 
second slight shock, aft this time. We looked at each other 
in silence. Then the captain came in. 

“The way’s blocked to the south?” I asked. 

“Yes,” he said. “We’re shut in.” 


CHAPTER XXXIII 

LACK OF AIR 

Ned banged on the ta6le. Counsel^ said not a word. I 
looked at the captain. He was standing, calm as usual, his 
arms folded. 

“Gentlemen,” he said, “there are two ways of dying in 
our present situation.” He looked like a lecturer addressing 
a clasS'. “The first is to be crushed to death. The second is 
to be suffocated. I’m not considering starving, since our 
provisions will certainly last as long as we shall.” 

“We shan’t be suffocated,” I said, “since the air-tanks- 
are full.” 

“Yes, but they only hold two days’ supply. We’ve been 
submerged for thirty-six hours already, and it’s time our 
air was renewed. In forty-eight hours, our reserves will 
be used up.” 
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“Well then, we nfust get out within forty-eight hours!” 

‘‘We’re trying it already. I shall ground the ship on the 
bottom of the channel, and my men will try <10 hack a 
way through the ice. We’ll start by making borings to find 
the thinnest place.” He went out. . 

The tanks were filled and the Nautilus sank slowly till 
she rested on the ice. 

“We’re in a tight spot,” I said. “We must all pull 
together now.” , 

The Canadian grinned. “I guess I’ll have to let my 
pjrivate war ride,” he said. “I’m handy with a pick.” 

“Good man,” I said. “Come along.” I went with him 
to the room where the men were getting into diving-kit. 
Ned’s offer was not refused, and he was soon ready. The 
compressed air tubes were fastened on to their backs. 

Counsel and I went back to the gallery to watch, and 
soon we saw a dozen seamen set foot on the ice, Ned 
towering above them. The captain was with them, and 
they started making borings. I’he side walls turned out to 
be enormously thick, and we l^ew that the roof was 
about 1200 feet high, I’here remained the floor, which 
proved to be about thirty feet thick. This, then, was the 
only way. It would be necessary to cut out a hole the 
size of the Nautilus, and to do this we should have to shift 
about 7000 cubic yards of ice. 

As it would be very difftcult to cut round the ship her¬ 
self, the captain marked out a huge trench about eight 
yards from the port beam. Then the men attacked it at 
several points at once. It was strange to see the ice blocks 
floating up^vards when they had been hacked out. 

After two hours, Ned and the others came back exhausted. 
A second shift took their place, among whom were Counsel 
and I, under the first officer’s command. When I came 
back after two hours’ work foi' rest and food, I noticed a 
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great difference between the pure air I had been breathing 
from the tube and the foul atmosphere of the J^autiluSj 
loaded with carbon dioxide gas. 

The plan seemed hopeless. If we went on working at our 
present rate, we should need five nights and four -days 
more to finish the job, and our air supply would be used 
up in two days. The next time I went on the shift, I 
noticed a new danger. It was very cold, and in the parts of 
the ditch where we were not working the water was 
freezing again. When I came back on board, I mentioned 
this to the captain. 

“I know,” he said, “but I don’t see what we can do 
about it. We shall just have to work faster than it can 
freeze.” 

I was glad when my shift came round again; rt was good 
to have this hard work to keep my mind off our plight, and 
also the working-party had fresh air to breathe. That 
night the captain had to open the tanks and let some air 
into the ship, or we should never have wakened again. 

The next day when I went on the shift I noticed to my 
horror that the side walls and the ice ceiling were thicken¬ 
ing visibly. We had hacked about half-way through the 
ten yards below us, but it looked as if we were going to be 
frozen in before we could make our way out below. At 
that moment the captain, organising the, work and wield¬ 
ing a pick himself, came near me, and I touched his arm 
and pointed to the walls. The starboard barrier was now 
less than four yards from the hull. 

The captain signed to me to follow him, and we went 
back on board. We took off our kit and went into the 
gallery. 

“We shall have to try something desperate,” he said. 
“Not only are the walls closing in on us, but there’s not 
more than ten feet of water to fore and aft.” 
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“How much more air have we?” I asked. 

“Xhe day after to-morrow the tanks will be empty.” 

■I felt a cold sweat breaking out over my body. For five 
days, from March 22nd to 26th, we had been living on our 
reserves of air. The captain was silent, thinking. Then 
suddenly I heard him murmur, “Boiling water!” 

“What!” 

“Well, why not? It might work. We’re in a very narrow 
space. Let’s try it!” , 

We went to the galley, where there were huge boilers 
■for distilling drinking-water. These were filled and the 
electric power wzis turned full on. Soon the water was 
boiling, and a scalding jet was pumped into the sea, while 
a constant stream of cold water was fed into the boilers. 

In three hours the temperature of the sea had risen 
from minus seven degrees to minus six. In two more hours 
a further two degrees were gained. 

‘‘‘We’ll do it!” I cried. 

“I think we shall,” said the captain. “We shan’t be 
crushed, only suffocated.” 

During the night the temperature rose still further to 
one degree below zero. It couldn’t be raised any higher, 
but since sea water doesn’t freeze above minus two degrees, 
we were safe from that danger. 

But the air on board grew worse and worse. On March 
27th there remained only four yards of ice below us* but 
that was forty-eight hours’ work, and the air supply 
couldn’t be renewed. By three in the afternoon, I was 
overcome by a terrible heaviness, and lay gasping for 
breath, alniost unconscious. Counsel, who was suffering 
the same pains, leaned over me and took my hand, and I 
heard him murmuring, 

“Oh, if only I could stop breathing to leave more air for 
the master!” 

m 

£ 
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During that time wc'all rushed with eagerness to take 
our turn on the shift. The work was hard, but we could 
breathe, since what air still remained was reserved for the 
working-party. But no man tried to keep on the shift longer 
than .the allotted time; as soon as it was over, every man 
passed his breathing-apparatus to his mate on the next team. 

There were only two more yards to go. The next night 
and day were dreadful, we all had violent headaches and 
frequent blfickouts, accompanied in some cases, by a 
rattling in the throat. 

It was the sixth day of our imprisonment. The captain, 
whose calmness and energy had never flagged, made up 
his mind to crush the last layer of ice by the dea'd weight 
of the ship. The water-tanks were partly emptied till she 
floated, then she was hauled over the great ditch we had 
dug. Then her tanks were filled again and she sank into 
the hole. The whole crew came aboard and the hatch was 
shut. The ship lay on less than a yard of ice, pierced with 
many bore-holes. The valves of the tanks were opened 
full, and the water rushed in. We. waited,, listening, still 
hoping. In spite of the buzzing in jmy head, I heard the 
ice groaning under us, then suddenly with a mighty crack 
it gave way. Then the Nautilus sank like lead in the water, 
and I grasped the hand of Counsel standing beside me. 

The pumps set to work to drive out the surplus water, 
and our dive was halted, then the motors were set full 
ahead, and we made all speed for the north. 

But how long would it last? Yet another day? I should 
be dead before then. I lay on a sofa in the library, my 
lips blue, unable to move. I knew that I was dying . . . 

Suddenly a waft of fresh air filled my lungs. Had we 
surfaced? No, Ned and Counsel had found a little air in 
one of the tubes, and were holding the pipe to my nose 
while they were suffocatidg themselves. I tried to push it 
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away, but they held my hands. I looked at the clock, it was 
eleven in the morning. It must be March 28th. The Nautilus 
was running at the terrific speed of thirty-five knots. 

Where was the captain? Where were the crew? Were 
they all dead? The depth-gauge read twenty feet* only. 
Couldn’t we break through? At any rate, we were going 
to try it. I felt the ship sinking by the stern, then with the 
motor full ahead she attacked the ice-field like a battering- 
ram. She shoved, then drew back and shoved again, and 
at last with a final spurt she shot up through the ice and 
over its surface, crushing it with her weight. 

The hatch was opened, and fresh air rushed into the ship. 


, CHAPTER XXXIV 

FROM CAPE HORN TO THE AMAZON 

• • 

How I got up on deck, I have no idea. Perhaps Ned 
carried me. But there we were, all three, filling our lungs 
with the good air of the sea. 

“Ah,” said Counsel at last, “how good it is, oxygen! 
Enough for us all and to spare.” Ned said nothing, but 
opened his jaws wide enough to swallow a shark. 

Soon we’ were ourselves again, and when I looked round 
I was astonished to see that we were alone on deck. Not a 
ihan of Ijlie crew, not even the captain. These strange 
seamen were satisfied with the air now circulating inside 
the submarine, none of them came up to guzzle it like us. 

My first words were to thank ray mates. They had saved 
my life during those last hours, and I was overcome with 
gratitude. 
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“Never mind all that,” said Ned.'“Now, what about 
getting away from this confounded ship? Are we going into 
the Pacific or the Atlantic, that is, away from shipping,or 
towards it?” 

Tho Nautilus made good speed. Soon we crossed the 
antarctic circle, and set course for Cape Horn. We were 
off the southernmost point of the American continent on 
March 31st, at seven in the evening. 

Then all our past suffering under the ice was forgotten. 
We thought only of the future. The captain did not appear, 
either on deck or in the gallery. The first officer took our 
daily bearings and marked them on the chart, so that I 
could follow our progress. I saw then to my joy that we 
were taking the Atlantic route, and I told the others. 

“Good,” said Ned. “Now I suppose we’ll make for the 
North Pole. But we’ll get away before then.” 

We made our way up the east coak of South America, 
sometimes on the surface, sometimes submerged. I saw 
Tierra del Fuego, then the. Falkland Islands, then on 
April 3rd we passed the mouth of La Plata river. We kept 
on northwards, having made 16,000 leagues since the 
start of our voyage in the Japanese waters. We roundtd 
Cape San Roque, the easternmost point of South America, 
and the Nautilus spent two days in very deep diving. Then 
on Aj^ril 11 th she rose to the surface, and we found our¬ 
selves off the mouth of the vast estuary of the Amazon. 

We had had no chance of escape during this voyage, 
for the ship had made great speed and kept well out to 
sea. But here we were fifty miles from French. Guiana, 
where we could easily have found refuge. However, there 
was a high wind and a heavy sea, and even Ned did not 
think of attempting to take the boat. 

For the two days of April nth and 12 th, the submarine 
kept on the surface, and the nets brought in a wonderful 
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catch. Counsel and«I were delighted with this chance of 

studying the fish of these regions, and indeed, poor Counsel 
had good cause to remember one fish in particylar. 

'One of the nets brought in a large, flat ray, weighing 
something like forty pounds. It was flapping about on 
deck, struggling to get back into the sea, when Counsel, 
who had taken a fancy to it, rushed forward and seized it 
in both hands. He fell back on deck paralysed, crying out, 

“Master! Master! Help me!” It was the first time the 
poor fellow had spoken to me except in the third person! 

Ned qnd I pulled him up and massaged him, and when 
he came back to his senses, he started to classify the fish. 

“Family of rays, species torpedo!” he murmured. 

“Yes, that was a torpedo-ray,” I said. “A fine shock it 
gave* you.” 

“Well, I’ll have my revenge,” said Counsel, “I’ll eat 
that fish.” And cat it he did, in pure spite, for it was as 
tough as an old boot. 

At the mouth of the Maroni river, we caught half-a- 
dozen manatees, or sea-cows of a different kind from the 
dugong. It was pure slaughter, for these peaceful creatures 
did not try to escape, but their flesh was needed for food. 
After provisioning the ship we left the neighbourhood of 
the Amazon and made for the open sea again. 


CHAPTER XXXV 

THE GIANT SQUIDS 

For some days the Nautilus kept to the open sea, far out 
from the Gulf of Mexico and the Caribbean. These 
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frequented waters evidently did not s/iit the captain. Ned 
raged as usual, but there was nothing to be done about it. 

On Ap^l 20th, I was with Ned and Counsel in the 
gallery, watching some gigantic sea-plants through fhe 
windows, when Ned noticed a violent shaking amongst 
them.' 

“These seaweeds are large enough to be a breeding- 
ground for squidsj” I said, “and I shouldn’t be surprised if 
we saw some of those monsters.” 

“What, inTsfish,” said Counsel, “nothing but inkfish?” 

“No, giant squids I mean, of vast size. But I don’t see 
anything.” 

“I’m sorry, then,” said Counsel, “for I’d like to meet 
one of those creatures face to face. I’ve heard they can pull 
ships down to the bottom of the sea, krakens they call 
them.” 

♦ 

“There’s no such thing,” said Ned. We had a long dis¬ 
cussion about them, and I told them all I had ever heard 
about these creatures, some of which are said to be six 
feet long in the body, which would give them tentacles 
of twenty-seven feet, 

“How long did you say?” asked Ned. 

“Wasn’t it about six feet?” said Counsel, who was look¬ 
ing through the window. 

“Exactly,” I answered. 

“Did it have eight tentacles on its head, like a nest of 
serpents?” 

“Certainly.” 

“With huge eyes?” 

“Yes.” 

“And a mouth like a parrot’s beak?” 

“Yes, Counsel.” 

“Will the master take a look through the window, 
then?” 
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Ned rushed to th^glass. “What a loathesome brute!” he 
cried. I looked too, and started back in horror. Before my 
eyes‘was a hideous monster, swimming backwards with 
enormous speed towards the ship, staring witR its huge 
glassy eyes. It had eight legs growing out of its head, 
twisting about like the Gorgon’s snaky locks. I roftld see 
the undersides of them studded with suckers, especially 
when they were stuck to the glass. Its horny beak opened 
and shut, and from it darted a hard tongue armed with 
several rows of sharp teeth. Its bloated body must have 
weighed twenty tons. Its colour changed from livid grey 
to reddish brown as it grew more and more angry; no 
doubt it was annoyed by the submarine, since it couldn’t 
make the slightest impression on the armour-plated hull. 
TheSe creatures have great vitality, since they have three 
hearts, and the power to grow limbs again if they lose 
them. 

•I didn’t want to miss the chance of studying the animal, 
so I overcame my disgust, and taking out a pencil started 
to make a drawing of it. Then more of them came up, till 
I could count seven. They swam'along with the ship, and 
I-.heard the grating of their beaks against the steel. 

Suddenly the Nautilus stopped with a shudder through¬ 
out her hull. 

“What have we hit?” I asked. 

“Anyway •we*’re floating,” said Ned. We were indeed 
free in the water, but the movements of the screw had 
ceased. Then the captain and the first officer came into 
• the gallery. 

It waS’some time since I had seen the captain, and he 
;looked grave. Without speaking to us, perhaps without 
seeing us, he went to the window, looked at the squids and 
spoke a few words to the first officer, who went out. Soon 
the shutters were closed. I wejit up to the captain. 
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“A curious collection of squids,” I 53.id, as if my interest 
were purely scientific. 

“Yes, indeed, Professor,” he answered, “and we’re going 
to fight tfiem hand to hand.” I looked at him in horrtir. 
“The screw’s stopped,” he went on, “I think one of these 
brutei has got caught up in the mechanism.” 

“What are you going to do, then?” 

“Surface and massacre this vermin.” 

“Not very easy.” 

“No. Myoelectric bullets can do nothing against this 
soft flesh, since there’s not enough resistanfce to explode 
them. Never mind, we’ll go for them with hatchets.” 

“And harpoons,” said Ned, “if you’ll let me join you?” 

“Certainly, Ned.” 

We all went to the central ladder, where we found ten 
of the crew armed with boarding axes. Counsel and I 
took one each, while Ned seized a harpoon. The ship had 
surfaced, and a seaman at the top of the ladder was un¬ 
screwing the hatch. As soon as the screws were undone, 
the hatch flew open violently, then a long tentacle slid 
down like a snake, while twenty niore waved overhead. 
The captain struck off the mighty arm with a blow from 
his axe, and it slithered twisting down the ladder. 

As we were all waiting our turns to get up on deck, a 
horrible thing happened. Two more tentacles waved 
through the air, and swooping down on the seaman at the 
top of the ladder carried him off out of our sight. The cap¬ 
tain dashed out with a cry, and we followed. 

A ghastly sight met our eyes. The wretched man, bound- 
in the coils of the arm and held by its suckers, iv^s swing¬ 
ing in the air at the monster’s mercy. With choking breath-, 
he cried out, “Help! Help!” These words, spoken in 
French, struck me to the quick; so I had a countryman on 
board! 
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The man was lost. How could he be rescued from that 
dreadful grasp? The captain flung himself on the monster 
and struck off another arm, while the first officer was 
struggling fiercely against the rest of the brutes climbing 
all oyer the ship. The seamen lashed out with their- hat¬ 
chets, and we three buried our weapons in the masses of 
flesh. At one moment I thought the victim would be 
rescued; seven of the beast’s arms had been cut off, and 
only the one which held him remained, waving in the air. 
But as the captain and the first officer threw themselves 
against the final arm, the squid shot out a column , of black 
ink from the pouch in its belly. We were blinded, and 
when at last we could look up again the animal had dis¬ 
appeared along with my wretched countryman! 

We flung ourselves raging against the rest of the mon¬ 
sters. There were ten or twelve of them clambering over 
the deck and the hull. We rolled pell-mell among these 
snaky arms in torrents of blood and black ink. Ned was 
thrusting his harpoon into the brutes’ eyes, when suddenly 
he was thrown down by one of the monsters which had 
come up behind him. Its beak opened over his body, I 
sprang to his rescue, but the captain was before me, aiid 
buried his axe between the huge mandibles. Ned leapt up 
and plunged his harpoon deep into the triple heart of the 
squid. 

“I towed you that!” said the captain. Ned smiled. 

The battle had lasted a quarter of an hour. The remain¬ 
ing monsters gave up and disappeared under the waves, 
leaving us to ourselves. The captain stood still near the 
lamp, looking at the sea which had swallowed' one of his 
men, while tears ran silently down his stern cheeks. 
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AN INTERVIEW WITH CAPTAIN NEMO 

I SHALL never forget that fight with the giant squids, and 
the terrible fate of the seaman. The captain was over¬ 
whelmed by grief. This was the second" of his companions 
to be.lost since we had come on board, and yvhat a death! 
It did not bear thinking about. For my part, the man’s last 
cry was still ringing in my ears, that cry in his mother- 
tongue which he had remembered in his desperate need. 

The taptain went back to his cabin, and I did not see 
him^ again for some days. During that time the ship wan¬ 
dered without a set course, like a floating corpse, reflecting 
her commander’s grief and despair. He did not seem to 
be able to leave th^t water which had swallowed one of 
his men. 

Then on May ist the submarine was set on her former 
north-bound.course.JWe followed the current of the Gulf 
Stream, that river in, the sea, warmer and salter than the 
surrounding water. On May 8th we were thirty miles off 
the coast of North Carolina. No watch was kept, and it 
seemed that an escape might be possible. But the weather 
was very bad,, for we were in the zone of gales and 
cyclones, and’ to take the boat would have been Certain 
death. 

Ned realised this fully, and it did nothing to soothe his 
'homesic^ess and his gnawing desire to escape. At last he 
could keef» quiet no longer. 

“I can’t go on like this,” he said to me. “Your Captain 
Nemo is making for the North Pole now, and I’m damned 
if I’ll follow him there.” 

“But what can we do, NedJ with the sea like this?” 
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“We must speak to him. When I think that in a few 
days we’ll be off Nova Scotia, at the mouth of the St. I,.aw- 
rence, myrown river, near Quebec, my native town! I’m 
sick with anger, I’m stifling here, I’d rather throw myself 
into the seal” 

I saw that Ned’s self-control was at an end, and I too 
was getting thoroughly tired of the voyage. It was seven 
months since we had had any news of the world. The cap¬ 
tain kept hin^elf apart with his own gloomy thoughts, and 
I felt I couldn’t bear much more of it. Only Counsel took 
everything with his Flemish calm. 

“Very well, Ned,” I said at last. “I’ll speak to the 
captain.” 

“When?” 

“When I meet him.” 

“Mr. Aronnax, do you want me to go- and find him 
myself?” 

“No, I’ll go. To-morrow . . .” 

“To-day,” said he. 

“All right. I’ll go at opce.” 

I went back to my cabin. I heard, the captain’s steps in 
his room next door, and thought I had better get it over. 
I knocked, there was no answer. I knocked again, then 
opened the door and went in. The captain was bowed over 
his work-table, he hadn’t heard me. I went closer, he 
raised^is head, frowned, and snapped out," 

“You! What do you want?” 

“To speak to you, Captziin.” 

“I’m busy, can’t you see? I don’t disturb you, why can’t 
you leave me alone?” Not a very happy beginAing, but I 
was not to be put off. 

“Sir,” I said coldly, “I must speak to you urgently.” 

“Well, then, what is it?” said he sarcastically. “Have 
you made some wonderful discovery that has escaped me?” 
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Then he pointed t» a manuscript open on the table, and 
S£ii 4 in a more serious tone: “This is a manuscript written 
in several languages, it contains the results,of my re¬ 
searches. It will be signed with my name, and I shall add 
to it the story of my life. It will then be sealed in an un- 
sinkable case. The last survivor of my crew will tlirow it 
into the sea, and it will float wherever the waves carry 
it.” 

The man’s name and his history! Would they then come 
to light one day? But I spoke quickly, 

. “Can’t you find a better way of preserving your work? 
You, or one of your men, could carry it . . 

“Never!” he burst out. 

“But I and my companions will gladly take this manu¬ 
script, if you will give us our liberty ...” 

“Liberty!” iie cried, jumping up. 

“Yes, and that’s why I’ve come to see you. We’ve been 
on board for seven months; do you mean to keep us here 
for ever?” 

“As I told you Sfven months ago,” he said, “no-one 
who comes on board the Mautilus can ever leave.” 

*• “That’s slavery!” 

“Gall it what you like.” 

“Captain,” I went on, “we’re strangers here. You and 
your men are bound to the Nautilus by some mystery of 
which we khow nothing. We shall never be at hon#e here. 
Let us go. Have you never considered the effect of this 
imprisonment on a violent and passionate nature like Ned 
Land’s, pr to what lengths you may drive him?” 

“Whaf do I care what Ned Land may do? I didn’t in¬ 
vite him on board, it’s no pleasure to me to keep him. As 
for you, Mr. Aronnax, you should understand, even when 
I keep silence. I have no more to say. Don’t speak to me 
of this again, for I won’t listen.” 

141 



20,000 LEAGUj:S UNl!)ER THE SEA 

< » ly 

I left him alone. After that conversation our relationship 
was very strained. 

“Now wjp know where we are,” said Ned, when I had 
spoken to him. “We’ll get no help from that man. The 
JVautiltis is close to Long Island. We’ll escape, whatever 
the weather.” 

But the sky grew threatening, it looked as if a hurricane 
were blowing up. Clouds ran swiftly across the horizon, 
the sea rose, the barometer dropped very low. 

The storm broke next day. May gth, as we were level 
with Long Island. Instead of diving, the captain took the 
strange humour of riding it out on the surface. The wind 
blew hard from the south-west, and by three in the after¬ 
noon it had reached gale force. The captain stayed on 
deck, lashing himself round the waist so that he should not 
be swept into the sea. I did the same, watching the storm 
and the man who rode it. The waves rose to giant heights, 
the Nautilus pitched and tossed between the mountains 
and valleys of the sea. Towards five, a torrential rain fell. 
The hurricane was blowing nearly ^ hundred miles an 
hour, strong enough to bfow down houses and shift heavy 
artillery. But the steel shuttle of the submarine, with 
neither mast nor rigging, was unharmed in the fury of the 
elements. 

The storm grew even more violent in the night. As the 
daylight faded I saw a big ship labouring to keep afloat; 
she disappeared soon in the shadows. 

At ten, the whole sky was on fire with lightning playing 
across it in dazzling forks. I was unable to bear^ite bril¬ 
liance, but the captain looked the hghtning full ifl the face, 
as if breathing in the soul of the storm. There was a noise 
as of all hell let loose, thunderclaps mixed with the roar¬ 
ing of the waves and the wind. It was blowing from all 
quarters of the sky at once. As the steel bows of the 
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Nautilus shot atove ihe water in her 
sent^up showers of sparks. Worn out, I crawled to the 
hatch. I managed to get it open and went below. The 
captain came in about midnight. I heard the sound of the 
tanks being filled, then the submarine dived. It was not 
till she reached a depth of a hundred and fifty feet that 
she was beyond the reach of the hurly-burly above. 

What infinite peace at those depths! No-one would 
have .thought that a hurricane was raging on the surface. 


I 

ghastiy pitching they 


CHAPTER XXXVII 

..IN THE ATLANTIC 

■^HE Storm threw us to the north-east, far from New 
York and the St. Lawrence river. Ned in despair shut 
himself up like the captain, while Counsel and I stayed 
together. ^ * 

'• From May 15th to 28th wc were crossing the Atlantic. 
We passed through the cod fisheries of the Newfoundland 
Bank, then followed the line of the transatlantic cable. At 
one point, i4'oo fathoms deep, we saw the cable lying on 
the sea-bed,‘ all overgrown with shells and sca-cneatures 
and encrusted with a stony deposit. 

On May 28th we were 120 miles from the Irish coast, 
and I ^sa,w Cape Clear and Fastnet Beacon, which lights 
ships frofti Glasgow and Liverpool. I wondered whether 
the Nautilus would venture into the English Channel, and 
Ned was on tenterhooks. On May 30th we passed within 
sight of Land’s End, between that point and the Scillies. 
But the ship did not turn east along the Channel. Instead, 
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she swept the sea in circles, as if seaoching for some par¬ 
ticular point. At noon, the captain came up on deck to 
take the bearing himself. He did not speak to me, and 
seemed more gloomy than ever. The next day, June ist, 
the ship was still circling, and the captain came on deck 
again.^The sea was calm, the sky clear. Eight miles to the 
east there was a large steamship on the horizon. She flew 
no flag, and I couldn’t make out her nationality. 

The captain took his bearing with great care, thei^ said, 

“It’s here.^” and went below. I didn’t know whether 
he had seen the ship, which seemed to be making to¬ 
wards us. 

I returned to the gallery, and the Nautilus dived. She 
went straight down, and a few minutes afterwards she 
rested on the sea-bed in 420 fathoms. The lights in the 
gallery went out, and the shutters were op.ened. I looked 
through the windows, and to starboard I saw a great 
hump, like a heap of ruins encrusted with white shells 
like snow. As I looked, I could make out the shrouded 
form of a ship’s hull, shorn of her masts, which had gone 
down by the bows. She rhust have bjen there a long time 
to be so crusted over. 

I was wondering why the Nautilus had come to visit this 
dead ship, when I heard the captain’s voice speaking 
slowly beside me. , ' 

“Thss ship wzis once called the Marseillais: She carried 
seventy-four guns and was launched in 1762. After a 
glorious career her name was changed by the French Re¬ 
public and in 1794 she was part of the escort of a convoy • 
of grain-ships from America. Then she met wilii* English 
warships in this very place. There was a heroic fight, and ; 
with her three masts shot away, water in her powder- 
magazine, a third of her crew out of action, she preferred 
to scuttle herself with her three hundred and fifty men 
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ratker than surrender. So they nailed her colours to the 
popp and sank with the cry, ‘Long live the Republic!’ ” 

• “The Avenger” I cried. , 

“Yes, the Avenger. A glorious name!” the captain mur¬ 
mured, folding his arms. 


CHAPTER XXXVIII 

VENGEANCE 

I WAS Strangely moved by this scene, the story begun so 
coldly, and ended with so much passion, and this name 
of the Avenger, .which I felt sure had some particular mean¬ 
ing for the captain: I watched him as he stood gazing at 
^e glorious wreck. Perhaps I should never know his name 
or his history, but I was beginning to find out what sort of 
man he was. Some j^erce and passionate hatred cut him 
off from the world, apd I wondered whether it might not 
^t break out in some terrible act of vengeance. 

The Nautilus rose slowly, and 1 felt a slight rolling as 
she surfaced. At once there was a sound like thunder. 

“Captain!” X said. He made no answer. I left him and 
went up on deck, where I found Counsel and Ned! 

“What was that?” I said. I looked towards the ship I 
had noticed before, and saw that she was coming on under 
• full stefip, and was only six miles away. 

“Gunfee,” said Ned. 

“What’s that ship?” 

“She’s rigged like a man-of-war,” he replied. “I wish 
she’d sink this damned Nautilusl” 

“What’s her nationality?” • 
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“I can’t say. She’s flying no flag.” • 

She drew nearer, vomiting black smoke from her,two 
funnels. Her pennant floated like a streamer, but it was 
impossible to make out the colours. 

“If tjjiis ship passes within a mile of us, I’ll throw myself 
into the sea, and you must follow!” 

I didn’t answer Ned, but went on watching the ship. 
Whether she were "English, French, American or Russian, 
her crew would certainly look after us if we could get on 
board. Suddenly a pulf of white smoke rose from her 
bows. A few seconds later there was a great splash astern 
of the submarine, then the detonation struck my ears. 

“They’re firing on us!” I cried. 

“Good for them!” said Ned. 

“But can’t they see there are men on board!” 

“Perhaps that’s why!” said Ned, with o. hard look at 
me. 

Of course. The world must know now about the sub- 
marine. When we were on board the Abraham Lincoln 
and Ned’s harpoon could not piercQ the arinour-plating. 
Commander Farragut must have rfialised what he had 
been hunting. Now no doubt the Nautilus was the quarry 
of all the warships of the world’s navies. 

And they had the right, if Captain Nemo had been 
using her as a means of vengeance! Durihg that night 
when ^e were shut up in the cell, he must have attacked 
some ship, and surely the man who had died had been 
wounded in the fight. Instead of finding friends in the 
warship now drawing near, we might well find.^erciless' 
enemies. * 

Meanwhile, a rain of shells fell round us, but none hit* 
the submarine. The ship was not more than three miles 
away, but the captain did not appear. 

“Let’s signal to them!” cried Ned. “We must do wl^at 
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we can to get out oS this!” And he took out his handker¬ 
chief to wave it in the air. As he did so, he was felled by 
andiron hand, in spite of his great strength, and sprawled 
headlong on deck. 

“Wretch!” cried the captedn in a bellow of ragg. “Do 
you want me to nail you to the bows of the Nautilus before 
I ram that ship?” His fury was dreadful to witness; his 
face was white, his pupils narrowed *to pin-pricks, he 
twisted Ned’s shoulders under his hands. Then, letting him 
go and turning towards -the man-of-war, whose shells 
rained r'OUiid him, 

“Ah, you know who I am, ship of an accursed nation!” 
he cried’ with his mighty voice. “I know ym though you 
show, no colours! Watch! I’ll show you mine!” 

And he’hoisted a black flag at the bows, like the one he 
•had flown at the South Pole. Then a shell hit the hull, 
ricocheted past the ’captain, and buried itself in the sea. 
l?e shrugged his shoulders. Then he spoke to me, 

“Go below with your friends.” 

“Captain,’! I cried, “are yoji going to attack that 
ship?” 

•“I’m going to sink her.” 

“You can’t do that!” 

“I shall,” he answered coldly. “Don’t take it upon 
yourself to judge me, sir. This is none of your business. I 
have been attacked, my counter-attack will be tetrible. 
Clear the-deck!” 

“What ship is she?” 

■ “Yoij ,don’t know? So much the better! You’ll never 
know her Hag. Go below!” 

«' We three had perforce to obey. A dozen of the crew 
were watching the ship’s approach with fierce hatred in 
their eyes. As I went down, I heard another hit on the 
submarine’s hull, and the captain cried, 
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"Do your worst! Waste your useless shells! You’ll not 
escape the armoured bows of the NoMtilus. But not here, 
your accursed hulk shall not be mixed with the glorious 
AvengerV' 

I w^nt back to my cabin. The captain and the-first 
officer stayed on deck. I heard the beat of the screw as the 
submarine withdrew out' of range of the warship’s guns. 
The chase continued, the submarine keeping her distance. 
About four in the afternoon, burning wiA impatience and 
anxiety, I went to the ladder. The hatch was open, and I 
went aloft. The captain was pacing the deck*1ilte a wild 
beast, keeping his eyes on the ship, which was about 
five or six miles to leeward. He was drawing the pursuer 
away to the east, but not yet attacking her. Perhaps he 
was still in doubt. I made up my mind to try for the last 
time to save the ship, but I had hardly opened my mouth 
when he stopped me. 

"I am justice and human right!’’ he cried. “I am tlie 
victim, and there is the tyrant! All that I loved, country, 
wife, children, father, mother, all w^re destroyed. All that 
I hate is there! Keep silent!” 

I threw one last glance at the ship coming on under full 
steam, then went to find Ned and Counsel. 

"Let’s get away!” I said. 

“Good,” answered Ned. "What ship is she?” 

“I don’t know, but anyway, she’ll be sunk before dawn. 
But I’d rather go down with her than sink her..” 

“I agree,” said Ned. “We’ll wait till night.” 

Night fell. All was quiet on board. The submarine kept 
on the surface, holding the same course. We'tliree had 
made up our minds to jump into the sea as soon as th» 
ship was near enough to hear us or to see us, for it was 
bright moonlight. We watched our time. Ned wanted to 
act, but I held him back; for I thought the submarine 
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would attack on the>surface, which would make it easy to 
escape. 

At three in the morning, I went up on deck.^ The cap¬ 
tain was still there, standing by his colours, which fluttered 
over his head. His eyes never left the ship. He watched 
her with a strange intensity, seeming to draw her after 
him with the power of his gaze more surely than if he had 
her on a tow-line. All was calm and peaceful, the sea was 
bathed in moonlight. The warship was two miles away, I 
could see her green and red lights and the white lamp at 
her mainstay. There were sparks flying up from her funnels 
as she made full steam. 

I stayed on deck till six, without being noticed by the 
captain. The ship was a mile and a half away, and as day 
broke sher opened fire. It would soon be time for us to 
‘jump overboard. I was going below to warn the others 
when the first officer came up, with several men. The 
failing round the deck was taken down, the wheel-house 
and the light-tower were lowered into the hull till they 
were on a leyel witl^ it. I went back to the gallery, and 
found that our speed jivas slackening. The gunfire sounded 
louder and shells whistled through the water. 

“Now!” I said to the others. We went into the library, 
but as I opened the door leading to the ladder I heard 
the sound of fhp hatch shutting. Ned flung himself on to 
the ladder, but I stopped him. I could hear the» water 
flowing into the tanks, and in a few minutes the Nautilus 
had dived. 

' It w§is .too late. The submarine was not going to attack 
above tli% water-line, but below, where there was no 
•armour-plating. We were imprisoned again. We went to 
my cabin, and sat looking at one another in silence, in a. 
sort of frozen horror. We were straining our ears, waiting 
for a'mighty explosion. • 
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We felt the submarine gatheriag speed, the hull 
trembled. Suddenly I cried out. There had indeed been a 
shock, but not violent. There was a grinding of steel 
against steel, and the Nautilus ran straight through the 
mass of the ship, like a needle through cloth. I rushed like 
a macfman into the gallery. The captain stood silcntiy at 
the port window, watching the great dark bulk of the ship 
as she sank. To miss nothing of her agony, the submarine 
followed her down. Ten yards away, I could see the yawn¬ 
ing hole in her side, then the.double line of guns. The 
deck was covered with black running shapes,'as-^e wat^r 
rose they scrambled up the shrouds, clung to the masts, 
struggled in the sea. 

I watched, dumb with anguish, unable to drag myself 
from the window. 

The great ship sank slowly. Suddenly there was an ex¬ 
plosion, blowing up the decks. The Nautilus rocked. Then 
the ship sank more quickly, her rigging came into sight, 
loaded with men, then the top of her mainmast. Then she 
was sucked down out of sight, with her drowned crew. 

I looked at the captain. That terrible avenger, like an 
archangel of hatred, still watched. When it was all over, 
he went to his cabin. Under his gallery of heroes I saw 
the portrait of a woman, still young, with two litde chil¬ 
dren. He gazed on them for a time, held, out his arms to 
them,«then kneeling down he wept bitterly: 
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THE LAST WORDS OF 
CAPTAIN NEMO 

The shutters were closed on the ghastly sight of the sink¬ 
ing ship, but the gallery had not been‘lighted. Inside the 
submarine all was darkness and silence. The Nautilus was 
making full speed from tl\e scene of desolation, a hundred 
feet below-the surface. I went back to my cabin, where 
the other two were still sitting in silence. I could not 
overcome my horror for the captain; whatever he had 
suffered at the hands of men, he had not the right to take 
such a terrible revenge. 

At eleven, the lights came on again. I went into the 
empty gallery, and found that the Nautilus was running 
•tforth at twenty-two knots, sometimes on the surface, 
sometimes thirty feet below. I saw from the chart that we 
were passing the opening of the English Channel. 

By the evening, w^ had travelled through two hundred 
leagues of the Atlantic. I went to my cabin, but I could 
not sleep and was tormented by waking nightmares. Time 
passed, but the clocks on board had been stopped and it 
seemed that flight and day no longer followed their ap¬ 
pointed course. The earth seemed very far away and I felt 
I was living in a world of horror and mystery. 

I think this northward run must have gone on for about 
• fifteen’ or twenty days. Neither the captain, nor the first 
officer, nRr any man of the crew was to be seen at any 
; time. The submarine kept submerged, and when she came 
up for air the hatch was opened and closed automatically. 
Our position was no longer marked on the chart, and I had 
no idea where we were. • 
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Ned shut himself up, and Counsel wouldn’t get a word 
out of him. Then one morning I woke from a troubled 
sleep to find Ned leaning over me, speaking in si low 
voice. 

“We’re going to escape.” 

I sat up. “When?” 

“To-night. No watch is kept on board any longer.” 

“Where are we?^’ 

“In sight of land. I’ve just seen some coast through the 
fog, twenty miles to eastward.”. 

“Right. We’ll get away to-night, come wfiat-may.’’ 

“There’s a strong wind and a rough sea, but we’ll take 
the risk. I’ve managed to stow some rations and bottles 
of water in the boat.” 

“I’ll be with you.” He left me, and I went up on deck. 

I could hardly stand, but I caught a glimpse of the coast 
through the eddying fog. Then I went below, to the 
gallery. I feared and yet wanted to nieet the captain onc& 
more. It was a long day; at six I dined, without hunger, 
but wishing to keep up my strength.^ At halfipast six Ned 
came in. , 

“Come to the boat at ten,” he said. “The moon won’t 
be up, it will be dark. Counsel and I will be there.” 

I wanted to see our direction, and went to the gallery. 
We were running north-north-east at a frightening speed, 
a hundred and fifty feet down. I threw a last glance round 
the room, with all its treasures, trying to fix it in my 
memory. Then I went back to my cabin and put on my 
thickest clothes, tucking the notes of my work' inside my * 
jacket. My heart was beating wildly. I wondered what the 
captedn was doing. Next door, in his cabin, I heard him; 
walking up and down. At every moment I thought he 
was about to come in and ask me why I wanted to leave 
him. I remembered all I had been through with him, and 
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he seemed to towe^ above other men, to be a sea-god 
rather than a human being. 

.. It was half-past nine. Another half-hour to wait! It 
seemed like eternity. At that moment, I heard soft chords 
from the organ, a sorrowful harmony stealing through the 
silence. Then I realised with horror that the captain was 
no longer in his cabin, but in the gallery which I must 
cross to escape. A word from him would chain me to the 
ship for ever. But there was no more time, I had to go. I 
reached the door of the gallery, and opened it quietly. 
It was quite-dark. The organ still played, but the captain 
did not see me, and I think that even in daylight he would 
not have seen me, he was in another world. I tiptoed over 
the carpet, taking a full five minutes to reach the library 
door.T was on the point of opening it, when I heard a sigh. 
A little light filtered through the library door, I saw him 
stand up. He was coming towards me, silent, his arms 
folded, moving like a ghost. I heard a sob, then these mur¬ 
mured words: 

“Almighty God! Enough! Enough!” 

Those were the last words I eVer heard from his lips, 
add it seemed to me that they were a confession of remorse. 

I rushed in panic through the library, leapt up the 
ladder, and ran along the upper passage-way to the boat. 
I crawled through the hatch, and found the others already 
there. 

“Let’s go!” I cried. 

“At once!” answered Ned. The hatches were shut and 
fastened down, and Ned was unscrewing the bolts which 
still held I# to the submarine, when we heard a noise from 
y^ithin. There were voices raised in excitement. Had they 
discovered our flight? Ned slipped a dagger into my hand. 

Then I made out a single word, repeated again and 
again. ' • 
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“Maelstrom! Maelstrom!” ^ 

Horror stioick me cold. Were we then being dragged 
into that terrible whirlpool on the Norwegian coast, frohi 
which no ship has ever come out? I felt the Nautilus be¬ 
ginning to turn, then whirling in an ever-narrowing spiral. 
I was sick with fear and with the violent movement, a cold 
sweat covered my body. 

“We must tighten the screws again!” said Ned. “If we 
stay with the ship we may yet be saved . . 

Even as hie spoke the screws,gave way, the boat sprang 
out like a stone from a catapult. My head crashed against 
the steel frame, and I lost consciousness. , 

When I came to myself, I was lying in a fisherman’s hut 
in the Lofoten Islands, with my two friends leaning over 
me. How the boat escaped the Maelstron; I have no idea. 
We were so hg.ppy to be alive, and-on dry land. While 
waiting for a ship, I wrote this story of our adventures.*^ 

I have no idea whether they will be believed, though I 
have written them down carefully, as they happened.'! 
feel that I have now the'right to speak of these seas, under' 
which I have voyaged twenty thousand leagues in ICss 
than ten months. 

But what happened to the Nautilus'? Did she escape from 
the Maelstrom, and is Captain Nemo still alive? I hope so, 
and i hope that he still travels the seas no loves, with all 
hatred purged from his heart. As for me, I can now truly 
answer that ringing challenge flung to Job out of the 
whirlwind: “Hast thou entered into the springs of the sea? 
Or hast thou walked in the search of the dc^lfi?” Yes, 
indeed I have—Captain Nemo and I. 
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